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TH£ SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 



A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Jndicio ba dado etta no vista bazana 
Del valor que en los siglos venideros^ 
Tendr&n losHijos de la fnerte Espana, 
Hijot de tal padres herederos. 

Hatld sola en Namancia (odo qaanto 

Debe coo justo titulo cantarse, 

Y to qae piiede dar materia a1 canto. 

JVumancia de Cervantes. 



ADyjBRTISEMfiNT. 



The history of Spain records two instances 
or the severe and self-devoting heroism, which 
forms the subject of the following dramatic 
poenT. The first of these occurred at the siege 
of Tarifa, which was. defended in 1294 for San- 
cho, King of Castile, during the rebellion of his 
brother, Don Juan, by Guzman, sumamed the 
Good.^ The second is related of Alonzo 
. Lopez de Texeda, who, until his ^rrison had 
been utterly disabled by pestilence, maintained 
the city of Zamora for the children of Don Pe- 
dro the Cruel, against the forces of Henrique 
of Trastamara.t 

Impressivje as were the cir(iumstances which 
distinguished both ttiese memorable sieges, it 
appeared to the author of the following pages 
that a deeper interest, as well as a stronger co- 
lour of nationality, might be imparted to the 
scenes" in which she has feebly attempted <* to 
describe high passions and high actions ;" by 
connecting a religious feeling with the patriot- 
ism and high-minded loyalty which had thus. 

* See Quintana*s * Vida» de Espanoles c«lebre8,*p. 53. 
i See the Preface to Southey's * Chrooicle of the Cid.* 



10 ADVERTISEMSNT. 

been proved '< faithful unto death," and by sur- 
rounding her ideal dramatis person<B with recol- 
lections derived from the heroic legends of Span- 
ish chivalry. She has, for this reason, employ- 
ed the agency of imaginary characters, and fix- 
ed upon *' Vahticia del Cid^\ as the scene to 
give them 

" a local habitation and a 



DRAMATIS I^ERSON^. 



Alvar Gone a LIZ 

A LPHOM 80 > . . 

Carlos y . . 

HiRNANDXZ . 

Abdullah. . » 

Gakcias . . . 

Elmina . . . 

XlMRNA . . . 

Thireia . . . 



Governor nf Valfiida. 

His Sons. 

. A Priest. 
iA JHoorifh Princs, Chief of the 
( Army besiegine Faleneia. 
A Spanish Knight. 

XVife to Gonzalez. 
Her Daughter 
An Attendant. 



Citizens f Soldiers, Attendants^ S(c. 



THE SIJEGE OF VALENCIA. 



Scene^Room in a palacA of Valencia. 
XiMENA singing to a lute. 

BALLAD. 

" Thou hast not been with a festal throng, 

At the pouring of (he wine ; 
Men bear not from the Hall of Song, 

A mien sb dark as thine ! ' ' 

— There's blood upon thy shield, 
There's dust upon thy plume, 
—Thou hast brcKi<;ht from some disastrous field. 
That brow of wjath and gloom !" 

" And is there blood upon my shield ? 

—Maiden ! it well may be ! 
We have sent the streams from our /battle-field, 

All darkened to the sea ! 

We have given the founts a stain, 

'Midst their woods of ancient pine ; 
And the ground is wet-^lnit not with rain, 

Deep-dyed— 'but not with wine ! 

" The ground is wet— but not with rain — 

We have been in war array, 
And the noblest blood of Christian Spain 
Hath bathed her soil to-day. 
I have seen the strong man die, 
And the stripling meet his tate, 
^fhtffe the moimt«ln-win«bgo soandlng by. 
In the RoDcesvatles' Strait. 

**In the gloomy Roncesvalles' Strait 
There are helms and lances cleft; 

And they that moved at mom elato 
Oa a bM| of bc«tb«ro left f 

9i 
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There's many a fair young; face, 
Which tlie war steed bath gone o*er ; 
At many a board there is kept a place 
For those that comeno more !'* 

" Alas ! for love, for woman's breast. 

If wo like thi^ myst be ! 
— ^Hait thoa seen a youth with an eagle crest ! 
And a white plunie waving free ? 
With his proud t^uick^flashing eye, 
And his mien of knightly state ? 
Doth he come from where the swords flash'd high, 
In the Roncesvalles' ^trait V 

<* In the gloomy Roncesvalles' Strait 

I saw and markM him well ; 
For nobly on hU steed he sate. 
When the pride of maahood fell ! 
— But it 18 not ycuih which turns 
From the field of spears again; 
For the boy's high heart too wildly bums, 
Till it rests amidst the slain !" 

" Thou canst not say that he lies low, 

The lovely and the brave ; 
Oh ! none could look on bis joyous brow, 
And think upon the grave ! , 
Dark, dark perchance the day 
Hath been with valour's fate, 
, But Ae is on hts homeward way. 

From the Roncesvalles' Strait." 

" There is dust upon his joyous br(yv, 

And o'er his graceful head ; 
And the war-horse will not wake him now, 
Thoueh it bruise his greensward bed ! 
— ihave seen the stripling die. 
And the strong man meet his fate. 
Where the mountain- winds go sounding by. 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait !" 

Elmina enters. 

Elmina. Your songs are not like those of other days, 
Mine own Ximena !— Where is now the young 
And buoyant spirit of the mom, which once 
Breath'd in your spring-like melodies, and woke 
Joy's echo from alt hearts ? / 

Smena. M^ mother, this 

Is not the free air of our mountain-wilds ; 



SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 15 

And these are not the halls, wherein my voice 
First pour*!! those gladdening strains. 

Elmina. Alas ! tbj heart 

(I see it well) doth sicken for the pure 
Free* wandering breezes of the joyous hills, 
Where thy young brothers, o^er the rock and heath. 
Bound in elad boyhood, e*en as torrent -streams 
lieap bnently from the heights. Had we not been 
Within mese walls thus suddenly begirt, 
Tboa rfiouldst have trackM ere now, with step as light. 
Their wild wood-paths. 

Ximena, 1 would not but have shared 

These hours of wo and peril, though the deep 
And solemn feelings wakening at their voice, 
Claim all the wrought-up spirit to themselves. 
And will not blend with mirth. The stonn doth fatish 
All floating whispery sound, all bird notes wild 
O* th* summer forest, filling earth and heaven 
With its own awful music.^— And 'tis well ! 
Should not a hero's child be train'd to hear 
The trumpet's blast unstartled, and to look 
Id the fiz'd iace of Death without dismay ? 

Slmina. Wo ! wo ! that aueht so gentle and so yooi^ 
Should thus be call'd to stand i^the tempest's path. 
And bear the token and the hue of deam 
On a bright soul so soon ! 1 had not shrunk 
Frodi mine own lot, but thou, my child, shouldst move 
Ai a light breeze of heaveo, through summer-bowers. 
And not o'er foaming billows. We are fall'n 
Oo dark and evil days ! 

Ximauu Ay, days, that wake 

All to their ta4(8 !— Youth nny not loiter now 
In the green walks of spring ; and womanhood 
Is summon'd unto conflicts, heretofore 
The lot of warrior souls. But we will take 
Our toils upon us nobly! Strength is bom 
In the deep silence of long-suffering hearts ; 
Not amidst joy. 

Ebnina. Hast thou some secret wo 

That thus thou speak^st f 

Xhnena, What sorrow should be mine, 

Unknown to thee ? 

Elmina. , Alas ! the baleful air 

Wherewith the pestilence in darkness walks 
Through the devoted city, like a blight 
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Amidst the rose-tints of thy cheek hath fall*n. 

And A^rought an early withering .'—Thou hast crD6S*d 

The paths of Death, and nninister*d to (hose 

0*er whom his shadow rested, till thine eye 

Hath changed its glancing sunbeam for a still, 

Deep, solemn radiance, and thy brow hath caogfat 

A wild aud -high expression, which at times 

Fades unto desolate calmnetts, most unlike 

What youth*8 bright mien shotlld wear. My gentle child ! 

1 look on thee in tear ! 

Ximena. Thou hast no cause 

To fear for me. When the wild clash of steely 
And the deep tamftxMir, and the heavy step 
Of armed men, bueak on our nomine dreans; 
When, hoar by how, the noble a^d Uie brave 
Are falling round us, and we deem it -much 
To give them funeral -rites, and call them blest 
If (he good sword, in its own stormy hour, 
Hath done its work upon them,'^are oiseaae 
Had chili'd (heir fiery blood -,<*^t is no lime 
For the light mien wherewith, ia happier i 



I 



We trod the woodland otuiies, when Voung leaves 
Were whispering in <he gale. — My Father oones«- 
Oh ! speak a'' oie no mere. I would not abada 
His princely aspect with a thought lesa high 
Than his proud duties ciain. 

GoKf ALBS entert, 

Bbnina. My noble lord ! 

WeUoroe from this da>*s toil! — ^It is the hour 
W^hoiw s>)adowSt as thev deepen, bring repose 
Unto all wear\ men ; and wilt not thoa 
Free thy maiPd bosom from the corslet's weijght. 
To rest at fall of eve f 

Gonxalcz. There foav be rest 

For tite tired peasant, when the Tesper>bell 
Doth «end him to his cabin, and beneath 
His vine and oUvti, tk- nia} sit at eve, 
Watchtni^ his t hildren^s sport : but unto him 
Who keeps the watch place on the mountain-height. 
When Heaven lets Uiose th? storm that chasten realms 
— Who speakb of rest ? 

Ximena, My (ather shall I fill 

The wine -CUD Cot thy lips, or bring the lute 
Whose soonos thoulorest ? 

Gosualts. If there be strams of power 
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To rouse a spirit, which in Iriuraphant scorn 

May cast off nature's feebleness, and hold 

Its proud career unshackled, dashing down 

Tears and fond thoughts to earth ; give voice (o those ! 

I have need of such, Ximena ! we must hear 

No melting music now. 

Ximena. I know all high 

Heroic ditties of the elder time. 
Song bj themoaiitain-Christians,(l) in the holds 
Of tn* everlasting hiHs, whose snows vet b^ar 
The print of Freedom's step ; and all wild strains 
"Wherein the dark serranos* (each (lie rocks 
And the pine forests deeply to resound 
The praise of later champion^. Wouldst thou hear 
The war-song of thine ancestor, the Cid ? 

Oonzakz, Ay, speak of him ; for in that name is power 
Such as might rescue kingdoms ! Speak of him I 
IVe are his children ! They that can look ba^k 
I' th' annals of their house on such a name, 
How should they take dishonour bv the hand. 
And o*er the threshold of their father's haUs 
First lead her as a guest ? 

•EZmtna. ' Oh, why is this f 

How my heart sinks ! 

ChmaiaUa, It must not fail thee yetf 

Daughter of heroes ! — thine inheritance 
Is strength to meet all conflicts. I'hou canst number 
In thy long line of glorious ancestry 
Men, the brieht offering of whose blood hath made 
The ground It bathed e'en as an altar whence 
High thoughts shall, rise for ever. Bore they not, 
^ Midst flame and sword, their witness of the Cross, 
With its victorious inspiration girt 
As with a conqueror's robe, till tb' in6del 
O'erawed, shrank back' before them ? — Ay, the earth 
Doth call them martyrs, but iheir agonies 
"Were of a moment, tortures whose brief aim 
Was to destroy, within whose powers and scope 
Jm naught but dust.— And earth doth call them martyrs ! 
IVny, Heaven but claim'd their blood, their lives, and not 
The things which grow as tendrils round their hearts ; 
No, not £eir children ! 

JEknina. . Mean'st thou ?— know'st thou aught ? 

* K Serranos," mountaineers. 
2* 
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I cannot utter it-^My sons ! my sons ! 

Is it of them ?— Oh ! wouldst thou »peak of them ? 

OonxaUz. A motber*8 heart divineth but too well ! 

Elmina. Speak, I adjure thee !— I can t>ear it all. — 
Where are my children ? 

Gonzalez. In the Moorish camp 

Whose lines have girt the city. 

Ximena. But they live? 

— All is not lost my mother .' 

Elmina, Say, they live. 

Gonzalez. Elmina, still they live. 
^Elmina. Bat captives !->rhey 

Whom my fond h^artMd imaged to itself 
funding from cliff to cliff amidst the wilds 
Where me rock-eagle seem'd not more secure 
In its rejoicing freedom .'—And my boys 
Are captives with the Moor !— Oh ! how was this ? 

Gonzalez. Alas .' our brave Alp^nso, in the pride 
Of boyish daria;^, left our mountain-halls, 
With his young brother, eager to behold 
The face of noble war. Thence on their way 
Were the rash wanderers capture. 

Elmina. 'Tis enough. 

—And when shall they be mnsomed r 

GoniaUz. There is ask'd 

A ransom far too high. 

Elmina, What! have we wealth 

Which might redeem a monarch, and our sons 
Ihe while wear fetters .?— Take thou all for them, 
And we will cast our worthless grandeur from us, . 
As twere a cumbrous robe !— Why, thou art one^ 
10 whose high nature pomp hath ever been 
But as the plumage to a warrior's helm, 
Worn or thrown off as lightly. - And for me, 
1 hou knowest not how serenely I could take 
The peasant's lot upon me, so ray heart, 
Amidst its deep affections undisturbed, 
May dwell in silence. 

Xtmena. Father ! doubt 'thou not 

^t we will bind ourselves to poverty, 
With glad devotednesf, if this, but this, 
May win them back.-rDistnist us not, my fiuher ' 
We can bear all things. 
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Gonzales. Can ye bear disgrace I 

Ximena. We were not bom for this. 

Oonzdkz. No, thou sayst well ! 

Hold to that lofty faith.— My wife, my child ! 
Hath earth no treasures richer than the gems 
Tom from her secret caverns ?— If by thrm 
Chains may be riven, then let the captive spring 
■ Rejoicing to the light !— But he, for whom 
Freedom huA. life mav but be worn with shame, 
Hath naught to do, »ve fearlessly to fix 
His steadfast look on the majestic heavens, 
And proudly die ! 

EhmrM, Gonzalez, who must die ^ 

Gonzalez (hurriedly). They on whose lives a fearful price 
is' set, 
sBut to be paid by treason !— Is't epough ? 
Or must I yet seek words ? 

Ebnina. That look saith more ! 

Thou caoat not mean — 

Gonzaleg. I do ; ^hy dwells there not 

Power in a glance to speak it ?— They must die ! 
They^-must their names be told — Oter «oi|4.must die 
Unless I yield the city ! 

Ximena. Oh! lookup! 

My mother, sink not thus !— Until the grave 
Shut from our sight its virtinns. there is hope. 

Elmina (in a low voice.) Whose knell was in the breete 1 
-^No; no, not theirs ! 
Whose was the blessed voice that spoke of hope ? 

And there is hope !— I will not be subdued— 

I will not hear a whisper of despair ! 
For Nature is all-powerful, and her breath 
Moves like a quickening spirit o'er the depths 
Within a father's heart — Thou too, Gonzalez, 
Wnk tell me there is hope ! 

G<WsaUx(soUmniy.) Hope but in Him 

Wha bade the patriarch lay his fair young son 
K>und on the shrine of sacrifice, and when 
The bright steel quiver'd in the father's hand 
Just raised to stnke, sent forth his awful voice 
Throngfa the still clouds, and on the breathless air, 
CkxnmandiDg to withhold r—Earth has ao hope, 
It rests with Him. 
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Elmina. Thou canst not tell me this ! 

Thou father of my sons, within whose hands 
Doth lie thy children's fate. 

Gonzalez. If t^ere have been 

Men in whose bosoms Nature's voice hath made 
Its accents as the solitary sound 
Of an overpowering torrent, silencing 
Th* austere and yet divine remonstrances 
Whisper'd by faith and honour, lift thy hands, ' 
And, to that Heaven, which arms the brave with strength, 
Pray that the father of thy sons may. ne'er 
Be thus found wanting ! , 

Elndna. Then their doom is 4eal*d ! 

Thou wilt not save thy children f 

Cronzalez. I^ast thou cause, 

Wife of my youth ! to deeno-it lies within 
The bounds of possible things, that I should link 
My name to that word— /rot/or .^— They^that sleep 
On their proud batde-fields, thy sires and mine, 
Died not for thi^ ! 

Ebnma. - Oh, cold and hard of heart ! 

Thou shouldst be born for empire, since thy soul 
Thus lightly from all human bonds can free 
Its haughty flight !— Men ! men ! too much is yours 
Of vantage; ye, that with a sound, a breatht 
A shadow, thus can fill the desolate space 
Of rooted up affections, o'er whose void 
Our j^earning hearts must wither ! — So it is. 
Dominion must be won ! — Nay, leave me not»-~ 
My heart is bursting, and I must be heard ! 
Heaven hath given p6wer to mortal agony 
As to the elements m their hour of might 
And mastery o'^r creation • — Who shall dare 
To noock that fearful strength f-rl mutt be heard ! . 
Give me my sons ! 

Ooi»a2ez. That th^y may live to hide - 

With covering hands th' indignant flush of shame 
On their young brows, when men shall speak of him 
They call'd their father ! — ^Was the oath, whereby. 
On tn' altar of m^ faith, I bound myself, 
With an unswerving spirit to maintain 
This free and christian city for my God, 
And for my king, a writing traced on sand ? 
That passionate tears should wash it from the earthi 
Or e'en the life*drop8 of a bleeding heart 
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Efface it} as a billow sweeps away 

The jast light vessers wake f — Then never mora 

Let raaa*8 aeep vows be trusted I — though eaforced 

By all th* appeals of hi^h remembrHnces, 

And silent cl ims o' tb* sepulchres, wherein 

His fathers with their stainless glory sleep, 

On their g:ood swords ! Thmk^st thou / feeliio pan^ ? 

He that hath given nie sons, doth know the heart 

Whose treasures he recalls — Of thin no more. 

'Tis vain. I tell thee that th* inviolate cross 

^11, frum our nncient temples, must look up 

Through the blue heavens of Spain, though at its foot 

I perish, with my race. Thou darest opi ask 

That I, the son of warriors—- men who died 

To fix it on that proud si^tremacy-^ 

Shduld tear the sign of our victorious iaith 

From its hi|^h place of sunbeams, for the Moor 

In impious joy to trample I 

Elmina. Scorn mt not ! 

In mine extreme of misery ! — Thou art strong— 
Hiy heart-ttnotas mine — Mv brain g.-ows wild ; 
I know not what I ask !-r And y et Hwere bat 
Anticipating fate — since it must fell. 
That cross must &11 at last ! There is no pojMr, 
No hope within this city of the grave. 
To keep its place on high. Her tfuHry air 
Breaches heavily of death, her warriors sink 
Beneath thek WKient banners, ere the Moor 
Hath bent his bow against them ; for the shaft 
Of pestilence ^i& more swiftly to its mark. 
Than tt^ ^rrow of the des(>rt. Ev'n the skies 
O'erhaqg the desolate splendour of her domes 
^ ith an ill omen^s aspect, shaping- forth. 
From the dull clouds, wild menacing forms and signs 
Foreboding ruin. Man might be withstood. 
But who shall cope with famine and disease, 
When leagued with armed foes !— Where now the aid. 
Where the long -promised lances of Castile ? 
— We are forsaken, in nur utmost need. 
By heaven and earth forsaken ! 

Cronzakx. If this be, • 

(And yet I will not deem it) we must fall 
As men . that ia severe devotedness 
Have chosen their part, and bound themselves to death, 
Through high conviction tfiat their suflfering land, 
Bt the free blood of martyrdom alone, 
Shall call deliverance down. 
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Elmma. Oh ! I have stood 

Beside thee through the beating storms of life, 
With the true heart of unreaiaiae^ love, 
As the poor peasants mate aoth cheerily, 
In the parch*d vineyard, or the harvest-field, 
Bearing* her part, sustain with him the heat 
And burden of the day ;--But now the hour, 
The heavy hour, is come, when human strength 
Sinks down, a toil-wom pilgrim, m the dust. 
Owning that wo is mightier ! — Spare me yet 
This bitter cup, my husband ! — Let not lier, 
The mother or the lovely, sit and mourn 
In her unpeopled home, a broken £tem,. 
0*er its fall*n roses dying ! 

OongaU*, ' Uijge me not, 

Thou that through all sharp conflicts h^st been found 
Wordiy a brave noan's love, oh ! urge me not 
To guut, #hich throu|;h the midst of blinding ttors, 
In its own hues thou se^st not !— Death may scarce 
Bring aught like this ! 

Ebnina, All, all thy gentle tace, 

Hie beautiful beings that around thee grew. 
Creatures of sunshine ! Wilt thou doom them all f 
V —She too, thy daughter— doth her smile nnmark*d 
Pass from thee, vTm its radiance, day by day ? 
Shadows are gathering round her— seest thou not ? 
The misty dimness of the spoiler's breath 
Hangs o*er her beauty, and the face which made 
The summer of our bMirts, now doth but send. 
With wer^ glance, deep bodipgs through the soul. 
Telling ofearly fate. t 

GonxdU*. I see a change 

Far nobler on her brow ! — She is as one. 
Who, atthe trumpef s sudden call, hath risen 
From the gay banquet, and in scorn cast down 
The wine-cup, and the garland, and the lute 
Of festal hours, for the good spear and helm. 
Beseeming sterner tasks.— Her eye hath lost 
The beam which laugh'd upon th* awakening heart, 
E'en as mom b^aks o*er earth.. But far within 
Its full dark oi^, a light hath sprung, whose source 
Lies deeper in the soul. — And let the torch 
Which but illum(Ml die glittering pageant, fade i 
The altar-flame, i'th* sanctuary's lecess. 
Bums quenchle^ being of heaven ! — She hath put on 
Courage, and faith, and generous constancy, 
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E?'n as a breastplate— Ay, men look on her. 
As sM goes forth serenely \o her tasks, 
Binding the warrior's wounds, and bearing fresh 
. Cool dniughts to feverM lips ; they look on her, 
Thus moving in her beantifal array 
Of gentle fortitude, and bless the fair 
Majestic vision, and anmurmuring turn 
Unto their heavy toils. 

Elmina. ^ And seest thou not 

In that high faith and strong collectedness, 
A fearful inspiration ?—rA«y have cause 
To tremble, who behold th' unearthly light 
Of high, and, it m^y be, prophetic thought. 
Investing youth with erandeur ! — From the grave 
It rises, on whose shadowv brink thy child 
Waits but a father's hand to snatch hei; back 
^to the laughing sunshine. — Kneel with me, 
Ximena, kneel Inside me, and implore 
That which a deeper, more prevailing voice 
Than ours doth ask, and will i^ot be denied ; . 
— His children's lives ! 

Ximmft, ''Alas ! this may not be, 

Mother ! - 1 cannot. [Exit Xixbna. 

GtmzaUz. My heroic child ! 

— A terrible sacrifice thou claim'st, O God f 
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts - 
Nature is stiiong as death ! 

Elmma, Is *t thus in thine ? 

Away !— What time is given thee to resotve 
On?-^what I cannot utter!— Speak ! thou know'st 
Too well what I would say. 

O&nxaUz. Until— ask not ! 

The time is brief. 
Elmina. Thou saidst— I heard not rightr— 

Gwixakz. The time is brief. 

Ztmina. What t must we burst all ties 

Wberewith the thrilling chords of life are twined ; 
And, for this task's fulfilment, can it be 
That man, in his cold heartlessness, hath dared 
To number and to mete ns forth the sands 
Of hours, nay, moments ?— Why, the sentenced wretch. 
He on whose soul there rests a brother's blood 
Poor'd forth in slumber, is allow'd more time 
To wean bis turbulejit passions from the worid 



34 SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

His presence doth pollute .'—It is liot thus ! 
We must have Time to school us. 

Gonzalez. We have but 

To bow the head io silence, when Heaven*s voice 
Calls back the things we love. 

Elmina. Love! Love'— there are soft smiles and gentle 
words, 
And there are faCe<t, skilful to put on 
The look we trust in — and Uis mockery all ! 
— A faithless mist, a desert-vaptjur, wearing 
The brightness of clear waters, thus to clieat 
The thirst that semblance kihdled '—There is DODe, 
In all this cold and hollow world, no foun^ 
Of deep, strong, deathless love, save that within. 
A mother's heart —It is but pride, wherewith 
To his fair son the father's eye doth turn, ^ 
Watching his growth. Ay, on the boy he looks. 
The briffbt glad creature springing in his path, 
But as the heir of his great name, the young 
And stately tree, whose rising strength ere long 
Shall bear his trophies well. — And this is love ! 
This wmatCs love!— What marvel f—^you ne'er made 
Tour breast the pillow of his infancy, 
While to the fulness of your heart's glad heavings 
His foir cheek rose and fell ; and his bright hair 
Waved softly to your breast I — You ne'er kept watch 
Beside him, till the last pale star had set, 
And mom, all dazzling, as in triumph, broke ' 
On your dim weary eye ; not your9 the face 
Which, early faded through fond care for him. 
Hung o'er his sleep, and,.dttly as Heaven's li(;ht. 
Was there to greet his wakening ! You ne'er smooth'd 
His coach, ne'er sung him to his rosy rest, 
Caught his least whisper, when his voice from yours 
Had leam'd soft utterance ; press'd your lip to his 
When fever parch'd it ; hush'dhis waywanl cries. 
With patient, vigilant, never-wearied love ! 
No ! tliese are woman^s tasks !— In these her youth. 
And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart. 
Steal from her all unmark'd !^Mv boys ! my boys ! 
Hath vain afiiMrtion borne with all for tbi» ^ 
**Why were ye given me.^ ^ 

GwmaUz. , Is there strength in man 

Thus to endure ?— That thou couldst read, thro' all 
Its depdis of silent agony, the heart 
Thy voice of wo doth rend ! 
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Ebiwm, ThybetrtI— fitybeurtf— Away!iti«el8Dotnoto/ 
Bat an hour comes to tame the mighty man 
Unto tile infenf s weakness ;• nor ^all Heaven 
Stnie yon that bitter chastening ! — May you live 
TV> be alone, when loneliness doth seem 
Most heavy to sustain I— ^or me, my voice 
Of prayer and fruitless weeping ^all be soon 
Witn all forgotten sounds ; my quiet place 
Low with my lovely ones, and we shall sleep, 
Thoogfa kings lead armies o^er us, we shall sleep, 
Wrapt in emifa*s coveriag mantle ! Vou the while 
Shall sit within your vast, forsaken halls. 
And hear the wild and melancholy winds 
Moan tiirough their drooping banners, never more 
To wave aboee your race. Ay, then call up 
Shadows-Hlim phantoms from ancestral tombs, 
But all— all glorious — conquerors, chieftains, king8~ 
To people tiiat cold void ! — And when the strength 
' From your ri^ht arm hath melted, when the bU^ 
Of the shrill clarion gives yoor heart no more 
A £eiy wakening ; if at last you pine 
For the glad voices, and the bounding steps. 
Once through your home re-echoing, and the clasp 
Of twiiiing arms, and all the joyous light 
Of eyes tint laughM with youth, and made your board 
A place of sunshine ;«— When those days are com^ 
Then, in your utt^r desolation, turn 
To the cold world, the smiling, faithless world. 
Which hath swept past you long, and bid it quench 
Tour sool^s deep thirst with^hm^ / immortalyome / 
Fame to the sick of heart ! — a gorgeous robe, 
A crown of victory, unto him that dies 
r th' bumiog waste, for water ! 

Chnzalez. 'this from ihee / 

Now the last drop of bitteraesd is pourM. 
Ehnina— I forgive thee ! [Exit Elmina. 

Aid me, Heaven ! , 
From Whom alone is power !— Oh ! thou hast set 
Duties, so stem of aspect, in my path, 
They almost, to my startled gaze, assume 
The hne of things less hallowed ! Men have sunk 
Unblamed beneath such trials .'—Doth not He 
Who made us know the limits of our strength ? 
My wife I oonr sons !^-Away ! I must not pause 
To give my heart one moment's mastery mus ! ' 

[Exit GottZALKZ* 

3 
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Seene^2%e AUU of a Gothic Church, 
Hbrnandez, Gabcias, and others. 
Hemande*, The rites are closed. Now, valiant men, de- 
part, 
Each to his place— I may not say, of rest ; 
Your ftiithAii vieils for your sons may win 
"What must not be your own. Ye are as those 
Who sow, in peril and in care, the seed 
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade 
They may not sit But blessM be they who to il 
For after-days ! — All high and holy thoughts 
Be with you, warriors, thro* the lingering hours 
Of the night-watch ! . 

Oarcias. Ay, father ! we have need 

Of high and holy thoughts, wherewith to fence 
Oar hearts against despair. Yet have I been 
From youth a son of ivar. The stars have lookM 
A^thousand times upon my couch of health. 
Spread 'midst the wiM sierras, by some stream 
Whose dcurk-red wavesi looked e'en as though their source 
Lay not in rocky caverns, but the veins "> 

Of noble hearts ; while many a knightly crest 
Roll'd with them to the deep. And in the years ^ 
Of my long exile and captivity. 
With the fierce Arab, I have watch'd beneath 
The still, pdle shadow of some lonely palm, 
At midnight, in the desert ; while the wind 
Swell'd with the lion's roar, and heavily 
The fearfulness and might of solitude 
Press'd on my weary heart 

Hernandez {(houghtfaHy.) Thou little know*8t 
Of what is solitude !— I tell thee, those 
For whom— in earth's remotest nook — howe'er 
Divided from their path bv chain on chain 
Of mighty mountains, and the amplitude 
Of rolling seas— there beats-one human heart. 
There breathes one being unto whom their name 
Comes with a thrilling and a gladdening sound 
Heard o*er the din or life ! are not alone ! 
Not on the deep, nor in the wild, alone; 
For there is that on earth with which they hold 
A brotherhood of soul !^Call him alone. 
Who stiinds shut out from this .'—And let not those 
Whose homes are bright With sunshine and with love. 
Put on the insolence of happiness. 
Glorying in that proud lot -—A lonely hour 
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Is on its way to each, to all ; for Death 
Knows no companionship. 

Garciaa. I have lookM on Death 

In field, and stojrm, and flood. But never yet 
Hath aught weighed down my spirit to^ oaood 
Of sadness, dreaming o*er darlc angaries, 
Likethis,our watch by midnight. Fearfql things 
Are gathering round us. Death upon the earth, 
Omens in Heaven !— The summer-skies put forth 
No clear bright stars above us, but at times, 
Catchiiu[ some comet^s fiery hue of wrath, 
Marshfl^ their clouds to. armies, traversing 
Heaven with the rush of meteor-steeds, the array 
Of roears and banners, tossing like the pines 
Of Prrenean forests, when the stpnn 
Doth sweep the mbiiatains. 

Hernandez. Ay, last night I too 

K^pt vigil, gating on the angry heavens ; 
And I ^held the meeting and the shock 
Of those wild hosts i' th' air, when, as they closed, 
A red and sultry mist, like that which mantles 
The thunder^s path, fell o'er them. Then were flung 
Throogh the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth. 
And chariots seemM to whirl, and steeds to sink. 
Bearing down crested warriors. But all this 
Was dim and shadowy; — then swift darkness rushM 
Down on th' unearthly battle, as the deep 
Swept o'er the Egyptian's armament. — 1 look'd— 
And all that fiery field of plumes and spears 
Was blotted from heaven's face f — I look'd again— ' 
And from the brooding mass of clouds ieap'd forth 
One meteor-sword, which O'er the reddening sea 
Shook widi strange motion, such as earthquakes give 
Unto a rocking citadel !<— I beheld. 
And y.et my spirit sunk not. 
. Oarcias. Neither deem 

That mine hath blench'd. — But these are sights and sounds 
To awe the firmest — Know'st thou what we hear 
At midnight from the walls .'—Were 't but the deep 
Barbaric horn, or Moorish tambour's peal. 
Thence might the warrictr's heart catch impulses, 
Quickening its fiery currents. But our ears 
Are pierc^ by other tonfes. We hear the knell 
For br^ve men in their noon of strength cut down. 
And the shrill wail of woman, and tj^ diige 
Faint swelling through the streets. Then e'en the air 
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Hath 8tran|;e and fitful mamian of lament} 
As if (b» viewless watchers of the land 
Sjgb*d qo its hollow breezes !-^To m^ soul, 
The torrent-rush of battle,' with its dm 
Of trampling steeds and ringing panoply, 
Were, after these faint sounds or drooping wo, 
As the free sky's glad musk unto him 
Who leaves a couch of sickness. 

Hernandez iwUh solemnity.) If to plunge 

In the mid-waves of combat, as they bear 
Chalmers and spearmen onwards; and to m^ke 
A reckless bosom's frdnt the buoyant mark 
On that wild current, for ten thousand arrows ; 
If thus to dare were four's noblest aim, 
Lurhtiy imght feme be won !— bat there are things 
Which ask a sphrit of more eicalted pitch, 
And courage temper'd with a holier fire ! 
Well majTSt thou say, that these are fearful times, 
Therefore be firm, be patient ! — There is strength, 
And a fierce instinct, e'en in common souls. 
To bear up manhood wi^ a stormy joy. 
When red swo^ meet in lightning t'-but our task 
Is more, and nobler ! — We hare to endure. 
And to keep watch, and to arouse a land, 
And to defend an altar !— If we fall. 
So that our blood make but the millionth part 
Of Spain's great ransomi we may count it joy 
To die upon her bosom, and beneath 
The banner of her faith !— Think but on this. 
And gprd your hewrts with silent fortitude,. 
Sofifering, yet hoping all things— Fare ye well. 

Ctarciaa. Fa^er, farewell. [Exeunt Gabcias and his 
foUowers. 

Hernandez. These men have earthly ties 

And bondage on their natures !— To the cause 
Of God, and Spain's revenge, they bring but half 
Their eneigies and hopes. But lie whom Heaven 
Hath call'd to be th' awakener of a land. 
Should have his soul's affections all absorb'd 
In that majestic purpose, and press on 
To its fttlmment, as a mountain-bora 
And a mighty stream, with all its vassal-rills 
Sweeps proudly to the ocean, pausing not 
To dally with the flowers. 

Hark ! What quick step 
'^ ) banr3ring through the gloom at this dead hour f 



SIEOE or VALENCIA. 29 

Elmina inters. 
Elmina. Are not all hours as one to misery ? — ^Whj 
Sbouid she take note of time, for whom the day 
And night have lost their blessed attributes 
Of sunshine and repose ? 

Htrnandez. I know thy griefs ; 

Bot there are trials for the noble heart 
Wherein its own deep fountains must supply 
AH it can hope of comfort. Pity's voice 
Conies with vain sweetness to th* unheeding ear 
Of anguish, e*en as music heard aiar 
On the green shore, b^ him who perishes 
^Midst rocks and eddying waters. 

Ebnina, Think thou not 

I soQght thee but for pity. I am come 
For uat which grief is privileged to demand 
With an msperious claim, from all whose forni, 
Whose human form, doth seal them unto suflfering I 
Fatbec ! I ask thine aid, 

Hernandez. " There is no aid 

For thee or for thy children, but with Him 
Whose presence is ar6und us in the cloud, 
As in the shining and .the glorious light. 

Elmind. There is no aid ! — Art thou a man of God ? 
Art thou a man of sorrow — (for the world 
Doth call thee such) — and hast thou not been taught 
Ejr God and sorrow — mighty as they are, 
li> own the claims of misery ? 

HernanSe*. Is there power 

With me io save thy sons?— Implore of Heaven ! 

Elmina. Doth not Heaven work its purposes by man f 
I teU thee, thou canst save them ! — Art thou not 
Gonzalez' counsellor ? — Unto him thy words 
Are e'en as oracles— 

Hernande*. And therefore ? — Speak \ 

The noble daughter of Pelavo's line 
Hath naught to ask, unworthy of the name 
Which is a nation's heritage. — Dost thou shrink f 

Elmina. Have pity on me, father ! — ^I must speak 
That, from the thought of which, but yesterday, 
I bad recoil'd in scorn ! — But this is past 
Oh ! we grow humble in our agonies. 
And to toe dust— their birth-place— bow the heads 
3* 
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That wore the crown of gioiy !— I am weak— • 
My chaileoiog is far more thaa I can bear. 

Hernandez, These are no times for Weakness. Oil our 
hills. 
The ancient cedars, in their gatherM raijdit, 
Are battling^ with the tempest ; and the flower 
Which cannot meet its driving blast must die. 
—But thoa hast drawn thy nurture from a stem 
Unwoot to bend or break. — Lift thy proud head, 
Daughter of Spain ! — What wouldst thou with thy lord ? 

Elmina. Look not upon me thus !^*-l have no power 
To tell thee. Take thy keen disdainful eye 
Off from my soul !<^What ! am I sunk to this ?- 
I, whose blood qpnmg firom hAtoes ! — How my sons 
Will scorn theinother that would bring disgrace 
On their majestic line !— My sons ! rby sons ! 
—Now is all else forgotten !— I had once 
A babe that in the early sprmg-time lay - 
Sickening upon no^ bosom, till at last. 
When eurth's yopng fiowers were <M)ening to the sun, 
Death sunk on his meek eyelid, ana 1 de^*d 
All sorrow light to mine .'—But now the fate 
Of all my children seems to brood above me 
In fte dark thunder- clouds .'--^h I I have power . 
And voice unfaltering now to speak my pr^er 
And my last lioeering hope, that thou shouldst win 
The father to relent, to save his sons ! 

Hernandez, By yielding up the city f 

Ebnma, Rather say 

By meeting that which gathers close upon us 
Perchance one day the sooner ! — Is*t not so ? 
Must we not yield at last ? — How long shall man 
Array his single breast against disease, 
And £unine, and the, sword ? 

Hernandez. How long ?— While he, 

Who shadows forth his power mdre gloriously 
In the high deeds and sufierings of the soul, 
Than in the circling heavens, with all their stars, 
Or the far-sounding deep, doth send abroad 
A spirit, which takes amiction for its mate. 
Id the good cause, with solemn jav ! — How long .'* 
—And who art thou, that, in the nttleaess 
Of thbe own selfish purpose, wouldst set bounds 
To the free current of all noble thought 
And generous actitib, bidding its bright waves 
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Be tlhfdi and flow no farther f^Bat the Power 
Whose interdict is lai4 on seas and orbs, 
To chain tiiem in from wanderin|^, hath assigned 
No limits onto that which man^s high strength 
Shall, through its aid, achieve ! 

JESimma. Oh ! there are times, 

When all that hopeless courage can achieve 
But sheds a mournful beauty o'er the fate 
Of those who die in vain. 

Hernandez. Who dies in vain 

tTpOD his country's war-fields, and within 
. itie shadow of her altars ?— Feeble heart ! 
I tell thee that the voice of noble blood, 
Thus ponr'd for faith and freedomi hath a tone 
Which,, from die night of ages, from the gulf 
Of death, shall burst, and make its high appeal 
Sowid unto earth and heaven ! Ay, let the land. 
Whose sons, through centiiries of wo, have striven, 
And perish'd by her temples, sink awhile. 
Borne down in conflict ! — ^But immortal seed 
Deep, by heroic suffering, haih been sown 
On all her ancient hills; and generous hope 
Knows that the soil, in its good time, shall yet 
Bring forth a glorious harvest ! — ^E^rth receives 
Not one red drop, from faithful hearts, in vain. 

Ebnina. Then it must be \ — And ye will make those lives. 
Those young bright lives, an offering— to retard 
Our doom one day ! -,. . 

Hernandez. The mantle of that day 

May wrap the fkte of Spain ! 

Ebnina. What led me here ? 

Why did 1 turn to thee in my despair ? 
Love hadi no ties upon thee ; what had I 
To hope from t?iee thou lone and childless man • 
Go to thy silent home !— there no voung voice 
Shall bid thee welcome, no light rootstep spring 
Forth at the soupd of thine .'—What knows ihy heart ? 

Hemandex. Woman ! hovf dar'st thou taunt me with ray 
woes? 
T%y children too shall perish, and I say 
It shall be well !>-Wby tak'st thou thought for them ? 
Wearing thy heart, and wasting down thy life 
Unto its dregs, and making night thy time 
Of carey^ more intense, and casting health, 
Unprized, to melt away, i' th' bitter cup 
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Thon minglest for thyself J— Why, what hath earth 

To pay thee back forthls? — Shall they not lire, 

(If the sword spare them novtO to prove how soon 

All tove may be forgotten ? — Years of thought, 

Long faithful watchmgs, looks of tenderness, 

I'hat changed not^ thwigh to change be this world's law ? 

Shall they not flush thy cheeks with shame, whose blood 

Marks, e'en like branding iron f — to thy sick heart 

Make death a want, as sleep to weariness ? 

Doth not all hope end thus ? — or e^en at best, . 

Will they not leave thee ? — far from thee seek room 

For th' overflowings of their fiery souls. 

On life's wide ocean ? — Give the bounding steed. 

Or the wing'd bark to youth, that his free course 

May be o'er hills and seas ; and weep thou not 

In thy forsaken home, for^tbe bright world 

Lies all before him, andbesorelie wastes 

No thought on thee ! 

EUnina. Not so ! it is not so ! 

Thou dost but torture me !^— My sons are kind, 
And brave, and gentle. 

Hernandez, Others too have worn 

The semblance of all good. Nay, stay thee yet; 
I will be calm, aoid thou shaft learn how earth, 
The fruitful in ail agonif^s, hath woes 
Which for outweigh thine own. 

Etmina, it may not be ! 

Whose grief is like a mother's for her sons f 

Hernandez. My son lay stretch'd upon bis battle-bier. 
And there were bands wrung o'er biro, which had caught 
Their hoe from bis young blood ! 

Ebnina, What tale is this f 

Hernandez. Read you no records in this mien, of things . 
Whose traces on man's aspect are not such 
As the breexe leaves on water .^<— Lofty birth, 
War, peril, power .''•—Affliction's band is strong, 
If it erase the haughty characters 
They graye so deep ! — I have not a)wa3rs been 
That which I am. The name I bore is not 
Of those which perish ! — ^I was once a chief— 
A warrior I — nor as now, a lonely man ! 
I was a &thcr i 

EbnintL Then thy heart can/eeZ .' 

Hmni wilt hare pity ! 
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Hernandez. Should 1 pity ihu ? 

Thy SODS wQl perish gloriously — their blood-*— 

Elmina. llieir blood .' my children's blood !— Thoa speaktat 
as 'twere 
or casting down a wine-cup, in the mirth 
And wantonness of feasting !— •Mjr fiiir boys ! 
-^Man ! hast ihou been a father ? 

Hernandez. Let them die! 

Let them die now, thy children ! so thy heart 
Shall wear their beadtiifiil image all undimm'd, 
Witbinit, to the last ! Nor shalt thon learn 
The bitter lesson* of what worthless dust 
Are framed the idols, whose false glory binds 
Earth's fetter On our eoals !— Thou think'st it much 
To moorn the early dead ; but there are tears 
Heavy with deeper' an^ish ! We endow . 
Those whom we love, m our fond passionate blindaess, 
With power upon our soulsj, too absolute 
To be a mortal's trust ! Within their hands 
We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alon^ 
Can reach our heitrts, and /Aey are merciful, 
As they are strong, that wield it not to pierce us ! 
— ^Ay, fear them, fear the loved !— ^Had I but wept 
O'er my son's gftive, as o'er a babe's, where tears 
Are as spring dew-drops, glittering in the sun, 
And br^htening the youqg verdure, /might still 
Have love and trusted ! 

Elmina (disdaii^fuUv.) But he fell in war ' 

And hath not glory medicine in ber cup 
For the brief pangs of nature f 

Hernandez, Glory !— Peace, 

And listen ! — By my side the stripling grew, 
Last of my line. I rear'd him to take joy 
I* th' blaze of arms, as eagles train their young 
To look upon the day-king— His quick blood 
Er^o to hu boyish cheek would mant^ up. 
When the heavens rane with trumpets, and his eye 
Flash with the spirit of a race whose deeds^ 
Bat this availeth not !— Tet he was brave. 
IVe seen him clear himself a path in fight 
As lightning. through a forest, and his plume 
Waved like a torch, above the battle-stonn, 
The soldier's guide, when princely crests had sunk. 
And banners were struck down. — ^Aroond my steps 
Floated his fame, like music, and I lived 
But in the lofty sound. But when my heart 
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h one frail ark had venturM all, wfaen most 

He seemM to stand betw^een my soul and heaven, 

•—Then came the thonder-stroke ! 

Ehnina. j »Tis ever thus ! 

And the unquiet and foreboding sense 
That thus 'twill ever be, doth link itsetf 
Darkly with all deep love !— 'He died ? 

Hernandez. Not so ! 

— ^Death ! Death .'—Why, earth should be a paradise, 
To make that name so fearful ! — Had he diea, 
With his young fame about him for a shioud, 
I had not learned the might of agony, 
To bring prond natures Tow !— No f he fell off— 
— Wby do f tell thee this?— What right liast ttum 
To learn how pas^d the glonr from my house ? 
Tet listen !— He forsook me I— He, &at was 
As mine own soul, forsook me ! — trampled o*er 
The ashes of his sii^s ! — Ay, leagued himself 
E'en with the infidel, the curse of Spain, 
And, for the dark eye of a Moorish maid. 
Abjured his &ith, his God ! — ^Now, talk of death ! 

EkrUna. Oh ! I can pity thee — .— 

Hernandez. There's more to hear. 

I braced the corslet o*er my hearts deep wound, 
And cast my troubled spirit on the tide 
Of war and high events, whose stormy waves 
Might bear it up from sinking ;— — 

Elmina. And ye met 

No more ? 

Hernandez. Be still !— We did .'—we met once more. 
God had his own high purpose to fulfil. 
Or think'st thou that tlie sun in hi& height heaven 
Had lookM upon such things ?— We met once more. 
^-That was an hour to leave its lightning- mark 
Sear'd upon brain and bosom .' — (here had been 
Combat on Kbro's banks, and when the day 
Sank in red clouds, it faded from a field 
Still held by Moorish lances. Night .closed round, 
A night of sultry darkness, in the shadow 
Of whose broad wing, e'en unto death I strove 
Long with a turban'd champion ; but my sword 
Was heavy with God's vengeance — and prevail'd. 
He fell— my heart exulted— and I stood 
In gloomy triumph o'er him — Nature gave , 

No sign of horror, for 'twas Heaven's decree ! 
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He strove to speak — but I had done the work 

Of wrath too well — jet in his last deep moan 

A dreadful something of famih'ar sound 

Came o'er my shuddering sense. — The moon Iook*d forth* 

And I behelci-yspeak not I — Uwas he— «ay son 1^ 

My boy lay dying there ! He raised one glance, . 

And knew roe — ^for he sought with ieeble hand 

To cover his glazed eyes. A darker veil 

Sank o*er them soon. — I will not have thy look 

Fix'd on me thus !— Away I 

Elmina. Thou hast seen this, 

Thou hast done this— and yet ibmi Kv'gt ? 

Hetnandez* * I lire l 

And know'st thou wherefore ? — On my soul there fell 
A horror of great darkness, which shut out 
All earth, and heaven, and hope. 1 castaway 
The spear and helm« and made the cloister's shade 
The home of my despair. But a deep voice 
Came tonhe through the gloom, and sent its tones 
Far through my bosom's deptlis. Afid I awoke, 
Ay, as the mountain cedar doth shake off 
Its weight of wintry snow, e'en so I shook 
Despondence from my souj, and knew myself 
Seai'd by that blood wherewith my hands were dye4» 
And set apart, and fearfully mark'd out 
Unto a roigh^ task !— To reuse the soul 
Of Spain, as from the dead ; and to lift tip 
The cross, her sign of victory, on the hills, 
Gathering her sons to battle ! — And my voice 
Must be as fivedoip's trumpet on the winds,- 
From Roocesvalles to the blue s^-waves 
IVhere Calpe looks on Afric ; till the land 
Have filled her cup of vengeance ! — Ask me rum 
To yield the Christian city, that its fanes 
May rear the minaret in the face of heaven ! 
— But death shall have a bloodier vintage-feast 
Ere that day come •' 

Ebmna. ' I ask thee this no morc^ 

For I am hopeless now— >Bot yet one boon- 
Hear me, by all thy woes ! — Thy voice hath power 
Through tlie wide city— here I caonot rest :— 
Aid me to pass the gates ! 

Hernandez. > And wher^re f 

Elmina. Thou» 

That wert a father, and art now— alone J 
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Canst ibou ask * wherefore ?»— Ask the wretch whose sands 

Have not an boar to run, whose ^ling limbs 

Have but one earthlj journey jto perform^ 

Whj, on bis pathway to the [diace of death. 

Ay, when the very axe is glistening cold 

Upon bis dizzy s^bt, his pale, parch*d lip 

Implores a cup of water?— Why, the stroke 

Which trembles o*erhim in itself shall bring 

Oblivion of all wants, yet who denies 

Nature's lastpreyer ?— 1 tell the^ that the thirst 

Which bums my spirit up is agony . . 

To be endured no more ! — And Imuit \66k, 

Upon my children's faces, I must hear 

Their voices, ere they perish !— But hath Heaven " 

Decreed that they must perish ?— Who shall say 

If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart 

Which prayers and tears may melt ? 

Hernandez. There I— with the Moor.' 
Let him fill up the measure of his guilt ! 
--'Tis madness all .'—How wouldst thoo pass th' array 
Of armed foes? . 

Blmina, Oh .' free doth sorrow pass, 

Free and unquestioned, through a suffering world !(2) 

Heritandez. This must hot be. E^nough of wo is laid 
E'en now, upon thy lord's heroic soul. 
For man to bear, unsinking. Press thou not 
Too heavily th' o*erburthen'd heart— Away ! ^ 
Bow down the knee, and send thy prayere for strength 
Up to Heaven's gate.— Farewell ! [Exit Hirn andiz. 

^»«»»«- , , Are all men thus? 

—Why, wer't not better they should fall e'en now 
Than five to shut their hearts, in haughty scorn. 
Arainst the sufferer'^ pleadings?— But no, no! 
Who can be like this man, that slew his son. 
Yet wears his life still proudly, and a soul 
Untamed upon his brow ? [.^fler a pause.) 
'niere*s one, whose aims 
Have borne my children m their infancy. 
And on whose knees they sported, and whose hand 
Hath led them oft— a vassal of their sire's : 
And I will seek him : he may lend me aid, 
Wlien all beside pass on. 

1HB«B HSARD WITHOUT. ' 

Thou to thy rest art gone, 
High heaH ! and what are we. 
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While o'er our heads the storm sweeps on, ^ 

Jbatwe shobld moura for Ihee f 

Free grave and p^ceful bier . 

To the buried 80d of Spain!; v 

To those that live, the lance and spear. 

And well if not the chain 1 

Be (heirs to weep the dead 

As they sit beneath tlieir vines, 
Whose flowei'y land iiath borne no (rejad 

Of spoilers o*ep its shrines! 

Thou hast thrown ofi' the load , ^ 

^ hieh we must yet sustahi, 
'And pouV our blood where thine hatli flow'd 

Too blest if not in vain ! ' . 

AVe^Jve ihce holy rile, 

Slow kuvll, and chaunted strain ! 
. -^Poi- those that fall to-morrow nig^t' 

May be I^ft no faneral- train. 

Ag^ain, when trumpets wake, ^ 

We Inast brace our armpur on ; 
But a draper note (Ay sleep must break—* 

— Thou to thy rest art gone ^. 

Happier in thi^ than all f 

That, now thy race is run,' 
Upon thy name no stain may fall. 

Thy work hath well been done. 

Elmina. ** Thy work bath well be^n done I so thou 
ma^eatrest! 
—There is ^ solemn lesson in those, words— 
Butnow i may not pause: [ExU'EhmfiA. 

Scene-^A Aireetin the City, 

, , HKRT9ANDEZ, GoNZALHZ. 

Hernandez. Would they not hear ? 

Gonzalez. They beard, as one thai standi 

By the cold grave which hath but newly closed 
0*er his last friend doth hear some passer by. 
Bid bim be comfi^rted !— Their hearts have died 
Within them ;-^We must perish, not as thoae 
That fall when battle's voice doth shake the bills. 
And pn\ through Heaven's great arch, but silently, 
And with a wasting of tbe.spirit down, 
A <iuenching, day by day, ot some briglit spark, 
4 
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Which lit U9 on our toils !— Reproach me not ; 
My soul is darkenM with a heavy cloud— 
—Vet fear not I shall yield ! 

Hernandez. Breathe no^ the\word, 

Save in proud scorn :-^Each bitter day, o^erpassM 
By slo^ endurance, is a triumph won^ 
For Spain's red cross. , And be of trusting heart! 
A few brief hours, and those that turil^d away 
In cold despondence, shrinking from your vo^ce, . 
May crowd around their leader, and demancf 
To be array'd for battle. We must watch 
For the swift impulse, and await its time. 
As the bark waits the ocean^s. You have chosen 
To kindle up their souls, an hour, perchance, 
When they were weary ; Their had ctfst aside 
Their arms to slun^ber ; or a knell, iust then 
With its deep hollow tone, had made the blood . 
Creep shuddering through their veins; or they had caught 
A glimpse of some new meteor, and shaped forth 
Strange omens from itablate. , 

Gonzalez, Alas ! the cause 

Lies deeper in their misery !— I have seen, 
In my night's course thr6ugh this beleaguered city, 
Thh^^ whose remembrance doth not pass away 
As vapours from the roountains.*^There were some. 
That sat beside their dead, with eyes wherein 
Grief had ta'en place of sight, and shut out all 
But its own g^iastly object. To my voice 
Some answerM with a fierce and, bitter laugh. 
As men whose agonies were made to pass 
The bounds of Sufferance, by some reckless word, 
Dropt from the light of spirit — Others lay — 
— ^Whjr should I tell thee, father I how d^pair 
Can bring the lofty btow of manhood down 
Unto the very dust ?<^And yet for Uiis, 
Fear not that t embrace my doom— Oh God ! 
That 'twere my doom alone .'—with less of fix'd 
And solemn fortitude.— *Lead on, prepare 
The holiest rites of faith, that Il>y them 
Once more may contecrate my sword, mv life, 
—But what are these .'—Who bath not dearer lives 
Twined ?nth his own ^— I shall be lonely soon- 
Childless ?— Heaven wills it so. Let us begone. 
Perchance before the shrine my heart may beat 
With a 1«M troubled motion. 

[Eiseunt Gouzaimz ani Hxrkan^bz. 



i 
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Seme-^A ientin the Moorish Camp. 
Abdullah, Alphonso, Carlos. 

Abdullah. These are bold Words : but best tboa look'd 
oa death, 
Fair stripling ! — On thy cheek ^nd sunny broir 
Scarce fifteen summers of their laushiog cours9 
Have left light traces. If thy shaft hath pierced 
The Tbex of the mountains^ if thy step 
Hath clinlbed^ome eaglets nest, aVid thou hast made 
His oest thy spoj*, 'tis much ;— Aiid fear'st thou not 
The leader of the mighty ? 

Alphonso. I have b«en 

Rear'd amoi^ fearless mfen, and 'midst the rocks 
And the wild hills, whereon my fathers fought 
And won their battles. There are glorious tales 
Tbid of their deeds, and I have leamM them all. 
How should I fear ^bee, Moor? ~ 

AbduUdh. So, tboa hast seen 

Fields, where the combat's roar hath died awi^y 
Into the whispering breese, and where wild flowers 
Bloom o'er forgotten grravesf— *But know'st thou aught 
Of those, wKere swora from crossing sword strikers ore. 
And leaders are bohie down, and rushing steeds 
Trample the life from out the mighty hearts 
That ruled the storm so late? — Speak not of death. 
Till thou bast looked on such. 

Alphonso. I was not bora 

A abepberd's son, to dwell with pipe and crook, 
And peasafit-men, amidst the lowlj^ vales; 
Instead of ringing clarions, and bright spears, 
And crested knights ! — I am of princely race-. 
And, if my father would have hoard my suit, 
I tell thee, infidel ! that long ere now, 
I idbould have seen ho\y lances meet ; and swords 
Do the field's work. 

Abdullah. ' Boy ! know'st thou there c^re sights , 
A thousand tinies mor^ fearful ! — Men may die 
Full proudly, when the skies and mountains ring 
To battle-horn and tecbir.*— rBut not all 
So pass away in glory. Theie are those, 
'Midst the dead silence of pale multitudes, 
Led forth in fetters-rdost thou mark me, boy f 
To take their last look of th' ail gladdening sun, 

* Tecbir, the Mrar>cry of the Moors and Arabs. 
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And bow, perchance, the stately head of youth, 
Unto the death of shame !;— Hadst thou seen this-^ 

Alphomo (to Carlos.) Sweet brother, God ia with us*— 
fear thou not ,' , 

We have had heroes foe our sires— this man 
Should not behold us tremble. 

Abdullah, There ar« means 

To tame the loftiest natures. Yet again, 
1 ask thee, wilt thou,' f^ra beneath the walls. 
Sue to thy sire for life; or wouldst thou die, . ^ 

With this, thy brother? 

Alphonso. Moslem ! on the hills, 

Aroundlnyfatber^s castle, I have heard 
The mounti^in-peasants, as they dressed the vines, 
0^ drove the goats, t^ rock and torrcdt, home. 
Singing their ancient ftpngiTi and these were all 
Of the Cid Campeador; and bow his sword 
Tizona (3) cleared its way through turban'd hosts, 
And captured Afric*s kings, and ho«^ be won 
Valencia from the Moor. (4>— I will not shame 
The blood we draw from him! 

^ (A Moorish Soldier enters^ 

Soldier. Valencia's lord 

Sends messengers, my chief. 

AbduUah. /Conduct Aem hither. ' 

[The Soldier goes out, and re-enters with Elmina, 
disguised^ and an Attendant^ 

Catlos (springing forward to the Attendant) Oh I tak0 
me hence Diego ! take me hence 
With thee,, that I may see my niother's face 
At morning, when I. wake. Here dark-brow'd men 
Frown strange It, with their cruel eyes, upon us. 
Take me with thee, for thou art good and kind, 
And well I know thou lov'st me, my Diego I 

AbduUah. Peace, boy !— -What tidings, Christian, from 
thy lord ? . . ^ 

Is he grown humbler, doth be set the lives 
Of tl^ese fair nurslings at a city's worth f 

Alphonso {rushing forward tmpatiently.) Say not, h^ 
doth I*— Yet wherefore art thou here? 
Jf it be' so— I could weep wifh burning tears "^ 

for very shame .'—If this can be, return ! 
'Xeti him, of all his wealth, his battle-spoils, 
y will but ask a war-borre and a sword, 
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And that beside him in the mountain- chase, 
And in his halls and at his stately feasts, 
My piece shall be no mofe !-^bUt no !— I wrong, 
I wrong my father 1---Moor 1 believe^ it not ! 
He is a champion of the cross and Spain, 
Sprung from the Cid ;^t— and I too, I can die 
As a warrior's high-born child 1 

Elmina. ' Alas! Alasi 

And woulddt thou die, thus early, die, fair boy ? 
l^hathath Iffe done to thee; that thou shouldst cast 
Its iBower away, in very scorn of hearty 
Ere yet the bhght be come-? 

AVpkanso. . That voice doth sound- 

Abdullah, Stranger, who are thi^u?— this b mockery! 
speak! , ^ 

Elmina {throunng off a mantle^ and helmety and ftn- 
bracing her sons.) my boys ! whom 1 have reared through 

many hours > 

Of 'silent joys and sorrows, and deep thoughts 
Untold and unimagined ; let me die ' , 

With yon, now I have held you to my heart, 
And seen once more the faces, in whose light. 
My soul hath liyed for years ! 

Carlos. . , Sweet mother I now 

Thou shatt not leave ni^ more. ^ 

Abdullah. Enough of this ! 

Woman !' what seek'st thou here !— How hast thou dared 
To front the mighty thus lamidst his hosts I . 

Elmina. -Think' st thou there dwells no courage but !n 
,4t>rea8ts 
That set their mail against the ringing speai?}. 
When helmets are struck down ? — Thou little know'St 
Of nature's marvels !-*Chief! my hear t is nenred 
To n)Bke4ts wWy through things which warrior^men, 
—Ay, they that master death by field or flood, ^ 
Would look on, ere they braved !-^t have no thought, 
No sense offearl—Thou'rt migh^ ! but a soul 
Wound up like mine is mightier, ip the power 
Of that one feeling, peur'd through all its depths. 
Than iQonarcbs with dieir hosts !— Am I not come 
To die with these, my children f 

Abdullah. Doth thy faith 

Bid t^ee do this, fond Christian ?— Hast thou not 
The means to save them f 

4* 
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Elmina. I have prayers, and tears, 

And agonies .'—and he— my ^od— the God 
Whose hand, or soon or late, doth find its hour 
T(^bow the crested head— bath made these things 
Most powerful in a world where all roust learn . . 
That one deep Janguage, by the storm call*d forth 
From the bruised reeds of earth^ !— <For thee, perchtince, 
Affljction's chastening lesson hath Aot yet 
Been ^aid upon thy heart, and thou may'st lore^ 
To see the creatures, by its might brought low,^ 
Humbled before thee. [She throws herself at his feet. 

Conqueror ! i can kneel ! 
r, that drew birth from princes, bow myself 
K*en to thy feet ! Call in thy chiefs, th/slaves/ 
K this will swell thy triumph, to behold 
The blood of kings, of heroes, thus abased ! 
Do this, bu^ spare my sons! 

^Iphonso (attempting to raise her,) Them shouldst not 
kneel 
Unto this infidel !— Rise, rise, my mother! , 
This sight doth shame our house ! 

Abdullah. Thou daring boy I 

They that in arms have taught thy Other's land 
How chains are worn, shall school that haughty mien 
Unto another language* ^ ' 

Ehnifuu " Peace, tny son ! 

Have pity on my Heart !— Oh, pardon, Chief! 
He is of noble blOod !«^Hear, hear me yet ! 
Are there no lives (h rough which the shafts of Heaven 
May reach your soul ?— :He that loves aught on earth, - 
Dares far too much, if he be merciless ! 
Is it for those, whose frail mortaUtj 
Must one day strive i^lone with God ana death 
To shut their souls agiiitist th* tpfsealins voic4 
Of nature in b^r anguish ?— Warrior i Mao ! 
To you too, ay, ana haply with your hosts. 
By tboQsaods and ten thousands marshall*d round, 
And your strong aimoor on, shall come that stroke , 
Which the lance -wards not !— "Where jihall ydor high h^art 
Find refuge then^ if in the da^ of might 
Wo hath tain prostrate, bleeding at y6ur feeC» 
And you have pitied not ? 

^hdutiak. Tbeie are vain words. 

fibRtno. Have you no children ?-*feAr jcn not to bring 
"'^t*^ ligbtoiDg on tfaieir beads ?*«*In your own land 
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Doth no fond mother, from the tents, beneath 

Your native palms, look o'er the deserts out. 

To greet yoar homeward step ?— You have not jet 

Forgot so utterly her patient love — 

— For is not woman's, in all climes, the same ? — 

That you slkoiild scorn my prayer !— Oh Heaven ! his eye 

Doth wear no mercy ! 

Abdullah. Then it mocks you not 

1 have swept o^er the mountains of your land. 
Leaving my traces, as &e visitings 
Of storms, upon them ! — Shall I now be stayM ! • 
Know, unto me it were as light a thing. 
In this, my course, to quench your chUdren*s lives, 
As, journeying through a fores.t, to break off 
The young -wild branches that obstruct the way 
With their green sprays and leaves. 

^mina. , Are there such hearts 

Amohg'thy works, oh Cod ? 

Abdullah. Kneel not to me. 

Kneel to your lord ! on^is resolves doth hang 
His children's doom- He may be lightly won 
By a few bursts of passionate tears and words. 

Elmina (rinng* indignantly.) ^ 
Speak not prnobi^ men ! — he bear? a soul 
Stronger than bve or deaths 

Afyhonso (with exultation.) '} knew Uwas thus ! 
He could not fail ! 

Elmina. Thete is no mercy, none. 

On this cold earth ! — To strive with such a worJd, 
Hearts should be void of loye !— We will go hence, 
My children ! wc are summoaM. Lay ^our heads, 
In their young radiant beauty, once agam 
To rest upon this bosom. He that dwells 
Beyond the clouds which j^ress us darkly round, 
Will yet have pity, and before his face 
We three will stand together ! Moslem ! now . 
Let the f troke fall at once ! . 

'Abdullah. ' 'Ti^ thine own will. 

These might e'en yet be spared. 

Ebnind. ' Thou wilt not spare ! 

And he beneath whose eye their 'childhood grew, 
And in whose paths tbe^ sported, and whose ear 
From their first tiaping accents caught the sound 
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Of (bat word— FatAcy^— once a name of lore- 
Is Men 8ball call him tteadfast. 

Abdullah. Hath the blast 

Of sodden trampets neVr at dead of night. 
When the land*! watchers fear*d no hostile step. 
Startled the slumbeners from their dreamy world. 
In cities, whose heroic lords have been ) 



Elmina. There's meaning in thine eye, . 

More than thy words. 

Abdullah (pointing to the cittf.) Look to yon towers and 
walls! 
Think you no hearts^ within th^ir limits pine. 
Weary of hopeless warfare, and prepared 
To hurst the feeble links which bind them still 
Unto endurance r 

Elmina. Thou hasl said too well^ 

Uut what of this?. 

Abdullah. Then there are those, to whom ' 

The Prophet's armies not as foes would pass 
Your giitesi but as deliverers. Might they" not, ^ 
In some still hour, when weariness takes rest. 
Be won to welcome us ?— Your children's steps 
M^ yet bound lightly through their father's halls ! ' 

AlfkonBO {indignantbf.) Thou treacherbus Moor ! 

Elmina, Let me not thus be tried 

Beyond all strength, 6h Heaven ! 

Abdullah. ^ Now, 'tis for ttce. 

Thou Chrbtian mother ! on thy sons to ^ss 
The sentence — life or death ! — the price is set '^ 
On their young blood, and rests wiAin thy hands. ^ , 

Alphonto. Mother ! thou treinblest ! 

Abdulhh. • Hath thy heart resplvcd ? 

Elmina (eovtring hetface with her hands.) 
Mv boy's proud eye is on me, and the things 
Which rush, in stormy darkness, through my soul, 
Shrink from his glance. I cannot answer Am. 

AbduUah. Come forth: We'll commune elsewhere. 

Carlos (to his mother. Wilt thou go ? 

Oh .' let me follow thee ! ; 

Elmina. Mine own (air child ! 

-Now that thine eyes have pour'd once more on mine 
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The light of their fotmg smile, and thy sweet voice 
Hath sent its gentle music through my sonl, 
And I have felt the twining of thme arms— 
— How shall I leave thee ? 

Abdttttah. . Leave him, as Uw^re but 

For a brief slumber, to behold bis Hce 
At n^oroing, with the sun^s. 

Alpfymso. Thou tiast no look 

For me, my mother ? 

EJmma, Oh ! that I should live 

To say, I dart not look <m thee !— Farewell, 
My firstborn, fare thee well I 

Alphonso. Yet, yet beware ! 

It were a grief more heavy on thy^ soul, 
That I should blush for thee, than o'er my grave 
Tliat thou shottldst prondly weep !. 

Abdullah. Away ! we trifle here. Th^ night wanes fast 
Come forth! . . 

Elminal One more Embrace .' Mr sons farewell ! 

[Exeunt ABDDLi.AHti«<& sLMiNA ond hcT Aiimdmt 

Alphonso. Hear me yet once, my mother ! * 

Art thou rone ? 
Bo! one word more .' [ffe rushes out, followed by Carlos. 

Scene — The Garden of a Palace in Valencia. 

XlMSNA, Tf^ERBSA. 

Theresa. Stay yet awhile. A purer air doth rove 
Here through the myrtles whispering, and the lim^. 
And shaking sweetness from the orange boughs, 
Than waits you in the city. 

Ximena. ' There are those 

In their last need, and on their bed of death, 
At which no'hand doth minister but mine, , 
That wait me in the city. Let us hence. 

Theresa. You have been wont Xo love the music made 
By (onnts, and^rustfing foliage, and soft winds, 
Breathing of citron- groveg. And will you turn .. 
From these to scenes of death \ 

Ximena. To m| the voice 

Of summer, whispering through young flowers and leaves. 
Now speaiu too deep a language ! and of all 
Its dreamy and mysterious melodies, 
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Thd breathing soul is sadbess !— •! }iave felt 
Tbatsammoiis through my spirit, after which 
The hues of earth are changed, and all her sounds 
Seem fraught with secret warnings.-— There is cause 
T^t I should bend mj footsteps to the scenes 
Where death is busy, taming warrbr-bearts, 
And poudng winter tfarovgfa the fiery blood, 
And fetterinc the 8tron|^ aim !— For now no;sigh 
In the dullair, nor floating cloud in hf aveu, 
No, nbt the lightest murmur of a leaf, t ' 

But of his angel*s silent coming bears ' 
Some token to mv soul. — But naueht of this 
Unto my mother f—Hiese are awuri hours! , 
And oh their baavy steps,- afflictions crowd 
With'such daric pressnrey there is left no ro<»n 
For one grief mpre. 

Thtresa. Sweet lady, talk not thus ? 

Your eye this mom doth wear a calqoer light, 
UMlre'i more of life m its clear tremulous ray 
Than I have maik'd.of late , Nay, go not yet ; 
Rett by this fountain, where tiie hurek dip 
Their fflossy leaves. A fresher grale doth sbring 
From me tranq^Nurent waters, dashing rouna 
Their silverr spray, with a sweet voice of coolness, 
0*er iSut pale ^listening marble* ^will call up , 
Faint bloom, u but a moment's, to your cheek. 
Rest here, ere yon go forth, and I wHl sing 
The melody you love. 

THERESA sings. 

Why is the Spanish maiden^ grave 

So far from her own bright land ? 
The «unny flov!(ers that o*er irwi^ve 

Were sokn by no kmdred hand. 
'Tis pot the orange-bough that sends 

Its breath on the sultry air, 
'Tis n0t the myrtle-stem that behds 

To the breeze of eveniOg there ! 
But the Rose of Sharon*s eastern bloom 

By the silent dwelling fades, 
And none but stranger^ pass the tomb 

Which the. Palm of Judah shades. 
The lowly cross, with' flowers o*iergrown,\ 

Marks well that place of rest ; 
^ttt who hath graved, on its mossy stone, 

A sword, a helm, a crest ? 
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These are the trophies of a chief, 

A lord of Hbe axe and ^pear I 
— Som^ blossom pluck'd, some faded leaf, ^ . 

SiKNiId grace a maiden's bier * 

Scorn not her tomb^eny not her 

The honours of the brave ! 
0*er that forsaken sepulchre, 
^ ' Banner and plume might wave. ; 

,. She bodnd the steel, in battle tried, 
Her fearless heart above. 
And stood with brave men, side bj side. 
In the strength and faith of Ipve ! 

That strength prevailed— (hat faith was bless'd! 

True was the javelin thrown, 
Yetpierced it^not her warrior's breast, 

She met it with her own 1 , 

And nobly won, When heroes fell 
- In anqs for the holy shrine, 
A death which saved, what she loved so well, 
And a grfive in Palestine. 

Then let the'Rose of Sharon ^pread 

Its breast to the glowing air, - 

And the Palm of Judah lift ite bead. 

Green and immortal there ! 

And let yon grar stone, undefaced, 
With its trophy mark the scene. 

Telling the pilgrim of the wastes 
^ Where Love and Death have l>een. 
Ximma. Those notes were wpnt to make my heartbeat 

quick. 
As at a voice 4>f victory : but to-day 
The spirit of the song is changed, and seems 
AH moumfnl. Oh ! that ere mv early grave 
Shuts out the sunbeam, I ought bear one peAl 
Of the Castilian trunqpet, ringing forth 
Benetith my father's banner !»— In that sound 
Were life to you, sweetlarothers ^— But for ifle— 
Come on— our tasks aWail us. They who know 
Their hourtf are number'd out, have little time 
To rive the vague and slumberous languor way. 
Which doth steal o'er them in the breath of flowers. 
And ivhitper of soft win^s. 
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Elmina enter* hifrriedly. 

Eltnina. This air will calm my spirit, ere yet I meet 
His eye, which must be met. — Thou here, Xiraeiia ! 

[She-staris back on seeing XimeNa. 

^imena. Alas I my mother .' Id that fiUrryiog step 
And troubled glance I read— ^ ^ 

Ebnina (wildly.) ' Thou rcad'«t it not ! 
Why,' who woura Hve, if unto mortal eye 
The things lay glaring, which within our hearts 
We treasHre up for Gbd's ? — Thou read*st it hot i 
I sav, thou canst not !-— There'* not one on earth ' 

Shall'know ^e 'thoughts, which for tHerpselves have nrade 
And kept dark places in the very breast- • 

' Whereon h^ halh laid his slumber, till the hour t 

Wheo the graves open ! ' • - 

XimeTia. Mother ! what is' this ? 

Alas! your'ey^ is wandering, and your cheek 
Flush'u, as With fever ! To your woes die night 
Hath brought no rest. ' 

Ehnina, Rest I— who shpuldT^st ? — net he 

That holdsone earthly blessing to his heart 
Nearer than life ! —No ! if this world have aught ^ 

Of bright or precious, let not him who-calls 
Such things his own, take rest! — Dark spirits keep watch. 
And they to whom fair honour, chivalrous famjB,v 
Were as heaven's air, the vital element . . 
Wherein they breathed, may wake, and find their souls 
Mad^ marks for human sconi I'-Will they bear oo' ' 
With life strubk down, and thus disrobed of .all 
Its glorious drapery f — ^Who shall tell us this ? 
-^WilUcsobeairit? , ^ ' * 

Ximena. Mother \ let us-kneel. 

And blend our hearts in prayer I^— What else is left 
To jnortals when the dark hour's might is onthepa ? 
— Leave us, Theresa.— "Grief like this doth find 
Its balm in solitude. \Exit Theresa. 

My mother : peace 
Is heaven's benignant answer to the cry 
Of wounded spirits. Wilt tbou4neel with me .^ 

Ebnina. Away ? 'tis but for souls unslain'd to wear 
Heaven's tranquil image on iheir depths.—- The stream 
Of my dark thoughts, all broken by the storm, 
Re6ects but cl^ds and lightning ! — Didst thou speak 
Of peace N— 'tis fled from-earthl — but ther? is joy ! 
Wild, troubled joy !— And who shall know, my ckild ! 
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It it not happiness ?-^Why, our own hearts 
Will keep the secret close .'—Joy, joy I if but 
To leave this desolate city, with its dull 
Slow kueiis and dii^s, and to breathe again 
Th' untainted mountain-air !— But hush 7, the trees, 
The. flowers, the waters, must hear naught of this ! 

They are full of voices, and Will whisper things 

— We'll d^e^ of it no more. , *~ ? ^ 

Ximena. , Oh- pitynig Heaven ! 

This grief, doth shake her reason ! 

Eimna (starting). Hark! a step! 

»Tit-p-»ti8 thy father's—come away— not n6w— / 
He must not see us qow ! 
Xmuna. Why should this be ? 

G0NZAL13 erUerSf and detai/u Eluina. 

Chnxaiez. Elmina, dost thou shun me?— «Have we not, 
E'en fitmi the hopeful a|id the sunny time 
When youth was as a glory round our broMVS, 
Held on through life togiether? — And is this, 
>Vhen ev* is gathering round us, with the gloom 
Of stormy clouds, a time to part 6ur steps ' 

Upon the darkening wild ? 

Elmina (coldly). There needs not this. 

Why shouldst thou think I shunnM thee ? 

Gonzalez. Should the. love 

That shone o'er many years, th' unfading love. 
Whose only change hath been from gladdening smil^ 
To mingling sorrc^vs and sustauiing strength. 
Thus lightly be forgotten ? 

Elmina. Speak'st thou thus ? 

—I have knelt before titee with that veiy plea. 
When it avail'd me not?— ^But fljere are things 
Whose very breathings on the soiil erase 
AH record of past love, saveHhe chill sense^ 
Th' nn^uiet.meroory of its wasted faith, < 
And vam devofedness !— Ay ! they that fix. 
AflSectipnsperfecttrustonauffhtof earth, . ^ 
Have many a dfeam to start from ! 

Gonzalez. This is but 

The wildncss and the bitterness of grief, ^ 

Ere yet th' unsettled heart hath closed its lon^ 
IraiMitJent conflicts with a mightier power, 
Which makes all conflict vain. 
5 
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— ^i^Htrk ! was there not 
A sound ^ distent trnmpets, far beyond 
The Moorish tents, and of another tone 
Than th* Afric honi,.Xunena f 

Xbiuna. Oh, my father .' 

I knovr that horn too welL^Tis bat the wind, 
Which, with e sadden risings, tiears its deep ^ 

And savage war-note (mm as, wafting it 
O^er the &r hills. « 

Qanxalex, Alas ! this wo mast be! 

I do bat shake my spirit from its height ' 
So startling it widk hope !— But the m-ead hour 
Shall be met bravely still/ I can.l^eep down 
Yet for a little while— and Heaven will ask 
No more*— die passionate workings of my lieari; 
*— And thine-'Uknipa ? 

Ebhina, Tis-rl am prepared. 

I have prepared (or all. ^ 

ChnxaUz. ' Oh, well 1 knew 

Thoo wooldst not fail me !— Not in vain my soul. 
Upon thy faith and coarage, hath built up 
Unshaken trust. 

JSbntna (lotMl^y}. Away !— *thou know'st me noi !^. 
Man dares too far, his rashness would'invest 
This oar mbrtality with an attribute 
Too high and awnil, boasting that he knows 
One hnman heart? 

GfofiMlrar. These are wild words, but yet 
I will not doubt theeJ^Hastthou not been found 
Noble in all thingSf pouring Ihv souPs light 
Undimm*d Q*er vvvh trial N^And, as our fates. 
So most our names be, undivided !— rThine^ ' . 
r th* record of a warrioi's life, shall find 
Its place of stainless honour.— ^y his side 

Wnoima, May this.be bornei—How much of agony 
]^th the heart room for?— Speak to me in wrath*-- 
I can endure it ! — ^Butno gentle words ! 
No words of k>ve \ no prtuse !— Thy sword might slay,'' 
And be more merciful \ 

Qonxakx. Wherefore art thou thus ? 

,mybekwedf 

^ . 'No more of kyve I 

— Ha?e I not laid tfiere*8 that w;thin my ^)eart» 
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Whereon it fells «9 Inrior five would fell 
Upoo ao unclosed woana ? 

GcmdUz. . Nay, lift thine ieyes 

That I may read ihtir tneaning ! 

Ekima. ' ^ ' Nevermore 

With a free sool^What have I said P-^-'twas naught I 
Take thou no heed ! The words of wi;etchedne88 
Admit not scrutiny. Wouldst tlion mark the speech 
Of troubled dreams? 

QonzaUz. "l have seen thee in the hour 

Of thy deep s^irit^s joy, a^d when the-brsjidi ' 
Of grief hung* chilljng round tliee ; in all chance. 
Bright health and drooping sickness ; hOpe ana fear ; 
Youth and decline ; but never yet, Ehniaa, 
Ne'er hath thine eye till now smrunk back pertllib*d^ 
With shanW or diea^fita^ii mine! - 

Ehnina. ^ Thy glaaoe dodi seiiidi 

Awounded h^^ too deeply. 

GonxOiz. ^ . Hast thou ^le^ 

Aught to conceal? 

hmimeu , Whohathnot? 

G&jWuUx. Till this hour 

Tfum never hadst !-^Yet hear ine J— by the free 
And unattainted fame which wraps the dust 
Of thine heroip fathers • 

Elmina, This to ra^.^ 

—Bring your inspiriiu; war-notes, and your sounds 



Of festal music round a dying man ! 

n?— But if thy 
Were spells, to call up, with each k/ty tone, 



Will his heart echo them ?— But if thy words 



The grave's taost awral spirits, they would stand ' 
Powerless, before my anguish ! 

Gonxalex. Then, by her, 

WIio there looks on thee in the puri^ 
Of her devoied youth, and o'er whose name 
No blight must fall« and whose pale cheek must ne^er 
Bum wi(h that deeper tinge, caught' painfully 
From the q^ick feeling of dishonour^^Speak ! 
Untold this mystiery I»^By thy sons — — . 

Elmma, " ^ My sons I 

And canst (Aott name them? ' 

ChnzaUz. Proudly .'—Better fer 

They died with aH flie promise of their youth. 
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And the fair boooar of their hoase upon them, * 
Thin that with roanbood*s high ^od passionate soul 
To fearful strength unfolded, they should live^ 
BarrM from the lists of crested chivalry, * 
And pining, in the silence of a wo,' 
,'Wbic^ from the heart shuts daylight ;-*-o*er tfa^ shame 
Of those who gave them birth t — but (hou couldst ne'er 
Forget their lofty claims ! 

Elmina (wildfy). 'Twas but for them ! 

'Twas for them only .' — Who shall dare arraign 
Madness of crime ?— And he who made os, knows 
There are dark moments of all hearts and- lives» 
Which bear down reason.' '. , 

Gonzalez. Thou, whom I Have loved 

With such high trust, as o'er Our nature threw 
A g^ory , scarce allow*d ;— what hast thou done ? 
— — ^Ximena^ go tboa ben^ ! 

E'Unina} No, no I my cl^ ! 

There's pity in thy look ! — All other eyes 
Are full of wrath and scom !— Oh ! leave me not ! 

Ocnzalez. That I should live to see thee thus abased ! 
—Yet speak ?- What hast tboi) don6 ? 

EbmnOk ■ Look to the gate I 

Thou ?rt worn with toil— ^ut take no rest to-night! 
The western gate !-^Its watchers have t>een vi 
The Christian city hath been bought and sold ! 
They will admit the Moor ! 

Gonzalez, They have been won ! 

Brave- men and tried so long I - Whose work was this ? 

EUmina. ThinkV thou al^ hearts like thine ?—Ciui mothers 
stand 
To See tl^eir children perish ? 

Gonzakz. . Then the guilt 

Was thine? 

Elmina. > —Shall mortal dare to call it guilt ? 
I tell thee, Reaven, which made all holy things, 
Made naught more holy than the boundless love 
Which fills a mother's heart ! — ^1 say, 'tis wo 
Enough, with such an aching tenderness, 
To \ovc aught earthly .' — and in vain ! in vain ! 
^■\V€ are prcSsM down too sorely ! 

-Ocnzalez (m a low desponding voice). Now my life 
struck to worthless ashes !— In my soul 
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SospicioD bath ta'ea root The nobleness 
Henceforth is blotted from all hnman^brows, 
And fearful power, a dark and troubloai gift. 
Almost like propbecjr, is pour*d upon me, 
To read the gnilty secrets in each eve 
That once k>ok'd br%ht with truth I ' ^ 

*-Why then I have gainM 
What men call wisdom!— A new sense, to which 
AU tales that speak of high fidelity, 
And holv courage, and proud honour, tried, 
Search'd, and founef steadfiist, even to martjrrdooi, 
Are food for mockery !— Why Should I not cast . 
From my thmn*d locks the wearing hefan at once. 
And in ihe heavy sickness of my soul 
Throw Ihe sword down for eyer?— ^Is there aught 
In all this world of gilded hollowness, j 

Now the bright hues drop off its loveliest things. 
Worth striving for again f 

Ziifieha. Father! lookup! 

Turn unto me, thy child I 

Oonxalet. Thy face is &ir; 

And hath been unto me, in other days. 
As momine to the jbumeyer of the deep ; 
But now-^tis too Kke hers ! 

Elmina (faUing at liisfief). Wo, shame and wo ' 
Are on me in their might !— forgive, forgive '! 

€hi^z4aeii'{stftrting up). Doth. the Moor deen^ that /have 
part or share, 
Or counsel in this vilenessf— Stay me not ! 
Let go thy hold— *tis pdwerless on me now — 
I Hnger here, while treason is at woA ! [ExU Gorsaliz. 

JBImtna. .Xime^a, dost <Aou scorn ine ? . 

Ximma. I have found 

In mine own heart to6 much of feebleness, 
I^id, beneath many foldings, from all eyes 
But His whom naught can blind;— to dare do aught 
But pity thee, dear mother ! 

Elmina. . Blessings light 

On' thy foir liead,.my eentle child, for this ! ^ , 

Thou kind and merciful !— My soul is faint- 
Worn with long strife !— Is there aught elto to do, 
Or«ufii$r, eie we die f— Qh God ! mv sons ! 
—1 have betrayMthem !— All th^ir innocent l>lood 
Isobmysoidr 
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Zimena, How shall 1 comfort thee .^ 

— Oh ! hark ! what sounds coine deepening^ on the wind, 
Safull of solemn hope ! 

{A procesnon of JV\i7is passes across the Scene, bearing' 
relics^ and chanting.) 

0umt. A sword is on the land ! 
He that bears down young tree and gJorioas flower, 
Death is gone forth, he walks the wind in pbwer! 

— Where- is the warrior's hand?, 
Our steps ^re in the shadowro/ the grave,. 
Hear us, we perish .' Father; hear, and sav^ .' 

If, in the days of song, / . 

The days of gladness, we hare called on thee. 
When mirthful voices rfing from sea to sea. 

And joyous hearts were strong x 
Now> that alike the feeble and the brave 
' Must cry, " We peri^.!"— Father ! hear, and save I 

The days of song are fled ! 
The winds come loaded, wafting dirge-not^ by. 
But they that linger soon unmoum*d must die ; 

— The dead weep npt the d^ad ! 
— Wilt thou forsake us 'midst the stormy wave? 
We sink; we perish !— Father, hear, and save! ' ' 

Helmet and^ lance are d^st i 
Is not the strong man witherd from our eye ? 
The arm struck down that held our banners high ? 

-<-Thine is ot^^ spirit's trust ! 
Look through tl^e gathering shadows of the grave ! 
Do^e not peiish ? — Father, hear, and save ! * . 

Hernand'bz enters. 

Elmna. Why coroest thou, man of vengeance?*— Y\^at 
have I 
To do with thee ?— Am I not bow'd enough ? 
Thou art no mourner's comforter ! 

Hernandez. ' ' Thy lord * 

Hath sent me unto 4hee. Till this day's task 
Be closed, thou daughter of the feeble hearth 
He bids thee seek him not, but lay thy woes 
Before Heaven's^ltar, and in penitence 
Make thy soul's peace with God. 

Elminm. ~ Till this day's task 

Be closed f— there is Grange triumph in thine eye»— 
Is it that I have fallen from Uiat high place 
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Whereon I stood in fame f-r-But I can feel 

A wild and bitter pride in thus being past 

"The power of thy dark glanc^ ! — My spirit now ^ 

is wound about by orie sole mighty grief; 

Thy scorn hath lost its sting. -» Thou mayst reproach'-* 

Henian^ttz., I come not to reproach thee. Heayen doth 
work ^ ' ' 

By many agencies ; and in its hour 
There is no insect which the summer breeze 
From the green leaf shakes trembling, but may senre 
Its deep unsearchable purposes, as well 
As. the great ocean, or th' eternal fires, 
Ptent in eaHh'6 caves !— Thou hast but speeded that, 
Which, in th* infatuate blindness of thy tieart, 
Thou wpuldst have trampled o*er all holyvties. 
But to aWirt one day ! 

Elmina, ^ . My senses ifail — 

Thou saidst— speak yet again !— I could not catch 
Tlie meaning of thy words. . * 

Hef^rwAdez. ' E*en now thv Lord ' 

Hath sent our foes defiance. On the walls 
He stands in conlerence with tne boastful Moor, , ^ 
And awful sti^ength i& with him. Through the j)lood 
Whicht this day mast be pour'd in sacrifice 
Shall Spain be free. On all her olive-hiUs ^ 
Shall men set up the battle- sign of fire. 
And round its blaze, at midnight, keep the sense 
Of vengeance wakeful in each other's hearts 
E'en With thy children's tale ! 

Xime»a. ^ Peace, father ! peace.' . 

Behold she sinks ! — the storm hath done its work 
tJpQii the broken reed. Oh i lend thine $id . 

To bear her hence. [They lead her away. 

^Scene^j^ Street in Valencia. Several Groups of Citizens 
and Soldiers J many of them lyingon the Skps cfa Church, 
Arms scattered on' the Ground av'oundthem. 

An old Citizen^ The air i^ sultry, as with thunderclouds. 
I lieft my desolate home, that I mi^t breathe 
■ More freely in heaven's face, but my heart feels 
Wkh this hot gloom, o'erburthen'd. I have now 
No SODS to tend roe. Which of you, kind'friends. 
Will tyring the ©Id man w^ler from the fount. 
To moisten his parch'd\lip f - {A Citizen ffoes ouU 



56 SIEGE OF VALENCIA* 

Second Citixen. This wasting siege. 

Good Father ]LK>pet, hath gooe hard with yon. ! 
*Tis sad to hew ho voices throagh the house, 
Ooce peopled with fair sons !' 

TfUrdCiUzem. Whj, better thus, ' 

Than to be haunted with their fomished cries, 
H/en in your very dreams ! 

OidCifigen. Heaven*sr will be done! 

These are dark times ! I have not been alone 
In my affliction. 

Tfdrd CiHxen (with bitterness.) Whj, we iMve bnt 

this thought * - ' 

Left for our gloomy comfort !*— And 'tis well ! 
Ay, let the balance be a while struck even 
Between the noble's palace, and the hut, ' 

Where the worn peasant sickens .'-^They that bear 
The humble dead unhonour'd to their homes, 
Pass now i' th' street no lordly bridal train. 
With its emltips^ music ; and the wretch 
Who on tho marble* steps of some proud hall 
Flings himself down to die, in4ue last' need 
And agony of famine, doth behold 
No scornful guests, with their lonr purple robes, 
To the banquet sweeping by. Way, this is just ! 
These are the days when pomp is made to feel 
Its human mould ! . 

Fourth Citizen. Heard you last night the sound 

Of Saint Jago's bell ?— How sulUaUy 
From the great tower it p^Pd ? 

Fifth CiUxen. Ay, and 'tis said 

No mortal hand was near when so it seem'd 
To shake the midnight streets. ■ . ' 

OldCUizm. TooweUIknow 

The sound -of coming fate ! — ^'Tisever thus • 
When death is on his way to nmke it night 
In the Cid's ancient house.(5)~Oh ! there are things 
In this strange world of which we h&ve all to learn 
When its dark bounds are pass'd.— Yon bell, untooch'd, 
(Save by hands we see not; still dodi speak — 
-—When of t^t line some stately head is mark'd*- 
With a wild hollow peal, at dead of night. 
Rocking Valencia's towers. I have heard it oft, ^ 

Nor known its warning &lse. - 

FburfhCitiaen. And will our chi^ 

Bay the price <^ his fair childi«a's blood 
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A few more days of pinrog wretcbedaess 
For this forsaken city ? 

out Citizen. Doubt it not ! 

— But with Chat ransom he may purchase still 
Delirerance for the land !— And yet 'tis sad 
To tUnk that such a race with all its fame. 
Should pass away !*-*For she, his daughter too. 
Moves upon earth as some bright thing whose time 
To sojourn there is shori. 

Fifth CiHzm. Then wo for us 

When she is gone ! — Her roice— the very sound 
Of her soft st6p was comfort its she moved 
Throng the still house of mourning !— Who like hdr 
Shallgive us hope again f . 

(HdCiHzen. . Be stiH ! she conies. 

And with a mien how changed !^A hurrying step, 
And a flushM cheek .'—What may this bode .^Be still ! 

XiMBN4 enters, wUh Attendants tarrying a Banner. 

Ximena. Men of Valencia ! in an hour like dus» 
What do ye< here? 

A Citizen. . We die! 

• Ximena. , Brave men die now 

Girt for the toil, as travellers suddenly 
By the dark night o*ertaken on their way ! 
Tfaete dajrs^ lequire such death ! - It is too much 
Of luxury for our wild and angrf times, 
To fold the mantle round us and to sink 
From life, as flowers that shut up silently. 
When the sun's heal doth scorch them !T"Hear ye not ? 

. A Oiizen. Lady ! wliat wouldst thou with us ? 
Xiimna,. Rise and aim ( 

E'en now the ctiildren of your chief are led 
Forth by tlie Moor to pensh f— 3hall thi^ be, 
. Shall the high sound pf such a name be hush'd, 
P th* land to which for ages it hath been 
A battle- Word, as 'twere some passing note 
Of ^pherd-music ?— Must this work be done. 
And ye lie pining here, as men in whom 
The pulse which God hath made for noble thought 
C^ so be thrill *d bo longer ? 

Citiztn. 'Tisevenso! 

Sickness, and toil, and grief, have breath'd upon us. 
Our hearts beat faint and low. 
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"Kimena. Are veso poor 

Of floal, my countrymen ! that ye can araw 
St|»ng(h from no deeper source than that whicl sends 
The red blood ^mantling through the joy oos veins, ' 
And gives the fleet stepwings ? — ^iyny,how h^ve agt 
And sensitive womanhood ere now endured, 
Through pangs of searching fire, iii some proud cause. 
Blessing that agony ?— Think ye the Power 
IVhich. bore them nobly up„ as if to teach 
The torturer where eternal Heaven had set 
Bounds to his'sway, was earthly, of this earth, 
This dull mortality ?-^Nay, then look on me ! 
Death's touch hath mark*d me, and I stand anooi^joi^^ 
As one whose place, i* th* sunshine of your world. 
Shall soon be left to fill !•*-! say^ the breath ,^ 

Of th' incense, floating through yon fane, shall scarce 
Passifrom your path before me ! But even now, 
I have that within me, kindling through the dust. 
Which from all tiine hath made high deeds its voice. 
And txiken to the DJations ! — Loojc on me ! 
Whyiiath Heaven poar*d forth courage, ab a flaro^ 
Wasting the womanidi heart, which must bestUl'd 
Tet sooner foritd swift consuming brighjtness. 
If not to diame your doiibt, and your despair. 
And your soul's torpor f— *Yet, arise and aim ! ^ 
It may not be too late. 

A Citixen, ' ■' Why, what are we. 

Tor cope with hosts ?«— Thus faint, and worn, and few, . 
0*emumber*d and forsaken, is't for us 
To stand against the mighty ? 

Xim^na, And for whom 

Hath He, who sliakes the mighty with a breath ^ 

From their hieh places, made the fearfiilness. 
And ever-wakeful presence of bis power, 
To the pale startled earth roost manifest, . 
But for the weak ?--Was't for the he1m*<jl and crown*d 
That suns were stay'd atnooaday?— -Stormy seas 
Asa rill parted ?«—Mail'd archangels sent 
To wither up the strength of kingstWithdeath? 
—I tell you, if these maryels have been dmie, 
'Twas for the wearied ^d the oppress'd of men. 
They needed^uch !— And generous foith hath power 
By her prevailing spirit, e'en yet to work 
Deliverances, whose tale shall live with those 
Of the great elder time .'—Be of good heart .' 
fTAo is forsaken ?— He that gives the thought > 
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A J^sce within his breast MTjs not for you. 
— ^Knoir ye this banner ? 

Ciiaens imurmwing to each other). Is die not inspired ? 
Dot| not Heaven call us by her fenrent v6lct f 

Xbnena, Knoicye this banner ? 

CUiMtns, *Ti8theCid'a^ 

JEcmcna. TheCid's! 

Who breathes that name but in th' exulting tone 
Whkh the heart rings to ?•— Why, the very wind 
As it swells out the noble standard's fold 
Hatha triumphant sound ! > The Cid't !— it moved 
Efen as a sign of victory through the land, 
From the fyee fikies ne'er stoopmg'to a foel 

OU CUtzeiL ■ Can ye still pause, my brethren?— Oh ! that 
youth 
Through this worn frame were kindling once again ! 

XkneruL Ve linger still .'-—Upon this very air. 
He that was born in happy hour for Spain,($) 
Ponr'd .ibrth his conqtaerii^ spirit !— 'Twas the breeze 
From yeur own mountains which came down to wave 
This banner of his battles, as it droop'd 
Abdve the champion's death-bed. iMor even then 
Its tale of gfoi^ closed. >-They made no moan 
O'erthe dead hero, and no dirge was ton^,(7) 
But the d^ep tamjbour and the shiil I horn o( war 
l\>ld when the mighty .pass'd !— ^They wrapt him not 
With the pale shroud, but braced the wamor's form 
In war array; and on his barbed steed, 
Ai for a triumph, rear'd him ; marching forth 
In lie husfa'd midnight from Valencia's walls, , 
Befeaguer'd then as now. All silently' 
The stately funeral moved :— but wh6 was he ' 
That followed^ charging on the tall white horse. 
And with the Solemn standard, broad and palei 
Waving in sheets of snow-light ?— And the cross, 
The bloody cross, far*blazing from his shield. 
And the fierce meteor-sword ? They fled, they fled •' 
The kings of Afric, witti their countless hosts. 
Were dust in his red path f— The scimitar ' ^ 
Was shivered as a reed J—For iii that hour 
The warrior-saint that keeps the watch for Soain, 
Was azm'd betimes !— And o'er that fiery field 
The Oi3^ high banner streamed all joyously. 
For still iti lord was there ! 
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Ciiiieiu (rising tumiuliuoushf),' Even uatp death 
AgBm it shall be foHow'd • 

Xtmena, Will he see 

The DOble stem hewn down, the beacon light i^ 
Which his house Aar age3 o*er th^ land 
Hath shone throu|fa doud and storm, thua quenched at once ? 
Will he not aid his children in the hour 
Of this their uttermost peril ? — Af^ful power 
Is with the holy dead, apd there are times 
When the tomb hath no chain they cannot bprst • 
—Is it a tiling foi^tten, how lie woke , 

From its deep rest of old, remembering Spain 
In her great danger ?— At the nighOs mid-watch 
How Leon started, when the sound was heard 
That shook her dark and hoUoiy-echoing streets, 
As with the heavy tramp of steel-clad men, . 
^ thousands marching through !-^For Ytk had risen • 
llieCampeador was on his march again. 
And in his arms, and followM by his hosts 
Of shadowy spe^nifen !T~He had left the world 
From which we are dimly parted, and ^ne forth 
And cali'd his buried wamors from their sleep. 
Gathering them round him to deliver Spain ; 
For Afric was upon her I — Aborning broke — 
Day rush'd through clouds of battle ;»— but at eve 
Oar God had triumph'd, and (he rescued land - 
Sent ap,a shout of victory from the field, 
ThatfockM her ancient mountaus. m 

TfteCiHzms, Ann! to arms: 

Onto our chief I We have strength within as yet 
To die with onr blood roused ' Now,^ the word, 
For the Cid*8 house ! [They begin to arm ihemsehfes* 

Ximena. - Yc know his battle-song ! 
The old rude strain wherewith his bands went forth 
To strike down Paym'm swords • (She sings) 

THS €10*8 BATTLE S0K6. 

The Moor is on his W4y • 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shout. 
And the bom o*er tne blue seas ringing out, 

He hath marshallM his dark array ! 

Shout through the vine-clad land! 
That her sons on all'.Uieir hills may bear. 
And sharpen the point of the red- wolf- spear^ ' 

And the sword for the brave man's hdnd * ' 
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(The CiHzena join in the song, whiU (hey eontimte arming 
, , • themselves.) 

< Baooers are in the field ! « 

The chief most rise from his joyoQS board, 
And (urn from the feast ere tfie vTine be poiir'rf, 
, ' And t^np his father's shield! 
The Moor ison his way ! 
Let the peasant lea^e his^Iive-greand, 
And the g^oau roam wild tfaroush the pine-woods 
rotund.' • . 

' ' —-There i^ nobler to-daj I 
Send kitth the trumpet's call ! 
Till the brid^^room cast the goblet down, 
And the raamage-robe and the floweiy crown, 
< And arm in the banquetThall ! 
And stay the funeral-train ! > 
Bid the chanted mass Be bush'd awhile, 
And the bier laid down in the holy aisle, . 
.^id the mourners girt for Spain ! 
{They Me up the banner, and foUow Ximkka out Their 
voices are heard graiually dying away at a distance.) 

' Ere night, must swords be red !. 
It is not an hour for knells and tears. 
But for helmets braced, and serried spears ! 

To-morrow for the dead .' 

The Cid is in array ! 
His steed is barbed, his plume waves high,- 



---- *«^»w^««| «W0 ^suiik; wave 

His banner is up in the sunny sky, 
Now, joy for the Cross to-day ! 



Seme^The Walls of the City: The Plain beneath, with 
the Moorish Camp and Army. 

CrOKZAI.SZ, GaRCIAS, HxSSANbKZ. 

(A utiJd Sound tif Moorish Music heard from below.) 

Hernandez, What notesr are these in their deep moornful- 
ness . ' 

So strangely wild? 

Gareias, ' 'Tis the shrill melody 

Of the Moor's ancient deatb-song. Well I know 
The rude barbaric sound ; but, ull this hour. 
It seem'd not fearful. Now, a shuddering 9hill 
Com^ o^er me with its tones.— Lo I from yon tent 
They lead the noble boys .' 

6 
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Hemandeg. The vonng, and p^rc, 

A nd beauliiiil vietims !^>*Tis oo thidg^ like these 
We cuH our hearts ki wild idolatry. 
Sowing the winds with hope I^— Yet this is well. 
Thus brightly crown'd with life's most gorgeous flowers. 
And all unblemished, earth shoald ofler np 
Her treasures unto Hearen 1 

Garciaa (to Qomzaieax J^j chief, the Moor 
Hatb led your children rorth. 

Oonxalez (stctriing.} Are my sons there? > 
I knew they could not perish ; . for yon Heftren 
Would ne'er behold it !— Where i& he that said 
I wa^ no more a father ?— Tiiey look changed— 
Pallid and worn, as from a prison-houte ! <, 
Or is *t mine eye sees dimly ?— But thehr steps 
Seem heavy, as with pain. — I heaf the- clank— 
Oh God ! theif limbs litre fetter'd ! . 

AbduOah {fiofnmgforvoatd bineath ihe vndls). Christian ! 

Once more upon thy children, 'there is yet 
One moment for the trembling of tlie sword, 
Their doom is still with thee. 

Congakx. Why should this man 

So mock us with the semblance of our kind f 
—Moor !' Moor ! thou dost too daringly provbke 
In thy bold cruelty, th' all-judeing (Aie, 
Who visits for such thi^s !— Hast thou no sense 
Of thy frail nature .^— 'TVUl be taugfatjthee yet. 
And darkly shall the anguish of my soul. 
Darkly ana heaVily, pour itself on thine. 
When thou shalt ory for mercy from the dust. 
And be denied ! - ' / .. 

Abdullah. Nay, i^ it not thyself, 

That hast no mercy and no love within thee f 
These are thy sons, the nurslings of thy house ; 
Speak ! must they live or die ? 

OomaUt (m violent enotic)n>. Islt Heaveny will 
To tiy tiiedust it kindles for a day. 
With infinite agony 1— How have I drawn 
This chastening on my head !— Tfa^ bloom'd aro^md me,' 
And my heart grew too fearless in its joy, 
Crtorying in thmr bright promise !— If we fall, 
Is there no paidon for onr feebleness.^ 

(HernandsMt vrithaut aptakmgf holds vp « CrOS9 Ik- 
f^rthm.) 
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Abdullah. Speak ! 

Chnzalez (snatching the 'Cross j imdUfUngit up). Let 
the earth be shaken throagh its depths, 
Bat this must triamph .' , , 
. AhdvUah (coltUy), Be it as thoa wilt. , 

— Unsbeath the scimitar ! [ 7V> his Guards. 

Crareias (to Gcinzalez). Away, my chief! ^ 

This is your place no lofiser. There are thiogs 
No humao heart, though battle proof as yours, 
UnmaddenM may sustain. 

QonzaiUz. Bestil)! Iha?enow 

No place on earth but this ! , 

Alphonso (from beHeath). • Men! pyre me way. 
That I may speak forth once before I die ! 

Gareias. • The princely .boy ! — kow gallantly his brow 
Wears its high nature in the race of death ! 
AlphoMo. Father! 

Gimsaleg. • My son ! my 80D^<~miBe eldest-bom ! 

A^^honso. Stay but upon the ramparts !— Fear thoa not— 
There is good courage in me : oh! mynither! 
I will not shame thee !•— only let me &11 
Knoiring thine. eye looks proudly oa Uiy child, 
So shall my heart have strength. ' 

Gan^akz. ^ Would, would to God, 

That I might die for thee, my noble boy ! 
Alphonsoj my fair son I 

Alphonso. ' Could I have lived, 

I mieht have b^en a wariipr * — Now, Farewell ! 
Bat K)ok uixm me still • — ^1 will not blench 
When the keen sabre flashes~-Mark me well ! . 
Mine eyelids shall, not quiver as it falls, ' 

So thou Wilt look upon me \ 

Gareias (to Gonzalez).'^ . Nay, my lord! 
We must bq^one !— thou eanst not bear it ! 

GonxaUx. jPeacc! 

—Who hath told thee how much man^s heart can bear ? 
•—Lend me thine arm — n^ brain whirls fearfully — 
Hovv thick the shades close, round •'—my boy ! my boy ! ' 
Where art thou in tfiis gloom ? 

Gareias. ^ Let us go. hence 

This is a dreadful moment • 
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CHmxdUz, Hush !-pwhat saidst thou ? 

Now let me look on him !— I^tt^ou see aught 
Through the dull mist that wraps us ? ^ 

Chrdas. I behold— 

Oh ! for a thousand Spaniards to rush doWn— « , 

Gonzalez. Thou seest— My heart stands still to liear thee 
speak! 
-^There seems a fearfuLhush upon the- air, 
As *t Were the dead of night * 

Gareitts, The hosta have closed 

Around the spot in stillness^ Through the spears, 
Ran^d thick and mc^iouless, I see him not ; 
— But nov — 

Cton^alez. He bade me keep mine eye upon him, 

And all is darkness round me !— Now ? . 

Chrcias, A sword, 

A swordf springs upward, like a lightning burst 
llirough the dark serried mass !^ts cold blue glare 
Is wavering to and fro-r*tis vanished-r-hark ! 

QwixnUs^ I heard it. yes!-^I beard the dull dead sound 
Thatfaeayily broke the silence t— Didst thou speak ? 
—I tost thy words— come nearer ! 

Gareias. 'Twas— His past I - 

The sword fell (A^n/ 

Hernandez (with e^Mion). Flow forth thou noble 
blood! 
^ount of Spain's ransom and deliverance, 6ow 
Uocheck'd and brightly ^rth ! — Thou kingly streada ! 
Blood of our heroes ! blood of martyrdom - 
Which through so manv warrior-hearts hast pourM ^ 

Tby'fiery currents, ana hast made our hills 
Free, by t^ine own free offering I-^Bathe the land, 
Bat there thou shalt not'sink !7A}ur very air 
Shall tak^ thy colouring, and our loaded skies 
O'er th' infidel hang dark and ominous, 
With battle-hueS of thee !~And thy deep voice 
Rising above them to the judgment-Seat 
Shall call a burst of gather'd veng^anpe down, ^ 
To sweep th' oppressor from us !-^For thy ware 
Hath msiide his guilt run o'er ! 

CromaUz (findeavouring to rouse fiimsey^. 'Tis all a 
dream! ;' , . , 

There is not one— no hand on earth coufjHiarm 
That fair boy's graceful head ''—Why look you thus ! 
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Abdullah ipointine to Carlos.) Christian ! e*en yet thou 

hast a son 1 ■ 
Chnfole^, . E'eo yet .' 

Carlos. My father ! take me (torn these fearful men ! 
wilt thou not save me, father ? 
Gonzalez {jaitempiin^ to unsheath his smrd.) Is the 
strength ^ > . 

From mine arm shiver'd? Garcias, follow mie ! 
Gardes, Whither, my chief ? 

Monzalez, Why, we can die as well 

On yonder plain,— fty, a spear's thrust will do 
The little that pur misery doth require, 
Sooner than e'er this anguish ! Life is b^t 
Thrown from us ib such moments. ^ 

^ [Voices heard at a distance. 

Hernandez. . Hush! what strain 

Flpats on the wind ? 

Oarcias. ^ 'Tis the Cid's battle song ! 

What marvel hath. been wrooKht ? 

i [Voices approae/Uhg heard in d^or^$. 

The Moor is on bis way ! 

With the tambour peal and the tecbir-shout. 

And the horn o'er the blue^seas ringing out, 

He hath mavshall'4 his dark airay ! 

XiMiNA ewtersj/oUowed by tAe Citisshs, wt/A the 
Banner *^ 

Ximeria. Is it too late ?--*My^ father, these aie men 
Throueh life and death piepared to follow thee 
Beneath this banner I— Is their zeal too late ? 
—Oh ! there's a fearful history on thy brow ! 
What hast thou seen ? . 

CrOn^dfts. J ' It is not aU too late. 

Ximemi, My brothers •' ^ 

Hernandez, All is well. 

XTo Gabcias.) Hush ! would'st thoik chill 
That which hath sprung within tnem, as a flame 
From th' altar-embers mounts in sudden bngbtness .' 
I say, 'tis not too late, ye men of Spain ! 
On to the rescue \ ' 

Ximena. Bless me, oh my fether I 

And I will hence, to 9id thee with my prayers, 

6* 
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Sending my spirit with thee through the stonn, 
Lit up by flashing swords 1 - 

Gonzalez CfaUing on her neck.) Hath aught been 

spared r , '. ^ 

Am I not all bereft ?— Thou *rt left me still ! 
Mine own, my loveliest one, thou *rt lefTme still ! 
Farewell !— thy father's blessipgi and thy God's, 
Be with thee, my Ximena I 

Ximenm, Fare thee well !. 

If, ere thy steps turn honneward/rom the field. 
The voice is nush*d that still hath welcomed thee, 
Think of me in thy victory ! ■ ^ 

Hernandez. Peace! no more !- 

This is no. time to melt our nature down 
To a soft stream of tears !— Be of strong heart! 
Give me the banner! S«yell the song again '• ^ , 

THE CITl^KNS. 

Ere night, must swoHs be, red ! 
It is not an hour for knells and tears. 
But for helmets braced and serried spears ! 

— To-morrow for the dead ! [ Exepmi.omnes. 

Scene^^Before the Altar of ^ a hurch. 
Elhina rises from the steps of the Altar^ 

Elmina, Theclouds are fearful that o'erhapg 'thy ways, 
Oh, thou mysterious Heaven ! — It cannon be 
That I have drawn the vials of thy wrath. 
To burst upon me through the lifting up 
Of a proud hc^rt, elate m happiness ! 
No ' m my day*^ full noon, for me life*s flowers 
But wreathM a cup of trembling ; and tfie love, 
The boundless love, mr spirit was form'd to bear, . 
Hath ever, in its place' of silence, been 
A trouble and ,a shadow, tinging thought ' 
With hilB|i too deep for joy * — I never look*d 
On my fair children, in their buoyant mictb. 
Or sunny bleep, when all the genlle air 
Seem'd glowing with their quiet blessedness. 
But o'er my soul there came a shuddering sense 
Of earth, and ils pale changes ; even like that . , 
Wbich vaguely niingles with our glorious dreams, . 
A restless and disturoiiif conscioHsnesa 
^bat the bright things must fade !— How have I shrunk 
om the dull murmur of th' unquiet voice. 



J 
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With its low tokens of mortality, 
Till my heart fainted ^midst their smiles !— tlieir siiiiles ! 
— Where are those glad looks now ?— Could tl»e> go down, 
With all their joyous light, that seemM not earth's, 
Tothe^cold grave ? — Mjr children! — Righteous Heaven ! 
There floats a dark remembrance o'er my brain 
Of cHfe who told roe, with relentless e}c^ 
That this should be the hour ! 

^ XiHE^'A enien's. 

Xtnena, They are gone forth 

Uuto the rescue ! — strong in heart and hope. 
Faithful, though (ew I — M^ mother, let thy prayers 
CalLon the laud's good saints to lift once more 
The sword and cross th(f sweep the field for Spain, 
As in old battle ; so thine ai;fns e'en yet 
May clasp thy sons !-*-For me, my part is donct ! 
The flaWe, which dimly might have linger'd yet , 
AKttle whil«, hath gathered kW its rays 
Brightly to sink a0k>nce ; and it is well ! 
The shadows are avound me : to thy heart 
Fold roe, that I roay die. 

Elmina^ My child • — What dream * 

Is on thy soul ? — Even now thine aspect wears 
Life's brightest inspiration ! 

Ximena. Death's! 

Elmind. Away! 

Thine eye hath starry c?«am«ss, and thy cheek 
Poth glow beneath it with ^ richti hue 
Thap tinged its earliest flower I 

Ximena. ' • It well may be I 

Thei« are far deeper and Car warmer hUes 
Than tljose which draw their colouring from the fronts 
Oryoulh,orheaUh, or hope. , • 

Eiminal Nay, speak not thus! 

There's that about thee shinnig which would send 
E'en through my heart a sunny glow of joy, 
Wer 't not for ihese sad worde. The dim cold air 
And solemn light, which wrap these tombs and shrines 
As a pale gleaming; shroud, seem kindled up ' 
With a young spirit^of ethereal hope . ' 

Caught froAi thy mien !~0h no ! (his is not death • 

Ximena. Why should not He, wboee touch dissolVcs our 
cha)n. 
Put on his ro'jes of beauty when he comes 
As a dtf Hvere r? — He hatfi many forms. 
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They should not a]l be fearful !— If his ca}l 

Be but our gathering to that dUtant land 

For whose sweet waters we have pined with thirst > 

Why should not its proJiheUc sense be borae 

Into the heart's deep stillness, with a breatli 

Of summer-winds, a voice of melody, ' 

Solemn, yet lovely ?— Mother ! I depart J 

—•Be it thy comfort, in the after-days, 

That thou hast seen me thus ! 

MUmina. Distract me not 

"With such wild fears ? , Can I bear on with life 
When thou art gone ?-^Thy iN>icej thy step, thy flmile^ 
Fttfs'd from my path?— 'Alas ! even now thine eye 
Is changedt- thy cheek is fading! 

Ximena, Ay, the clouds 

Of the dim hout ate gathering o*er my sight. 
And yet I fear not, for the QoA of Help ^ 

Comes in that quiet darkness !-— It may soothe 
Thy woes, my mother ! -if I tell thee now, ' * 
With what glad calmness I behold the veil 
Falling between me and the world, whel^in ' 
My b^urt so ill hath rested. 

•Ebmna. Thine! 

Ximtna, Rejoice 

For her, that, when (he garland of her life 
Was blighted, and the SHprings of hope were dried, 
Received her summons hence ; and had no time, 
Bearing the canker at th' impatient heart. 
To wither, sorrowing for that gift of Heaven, 
Which lent one moment of existence light. 
That dimmM the rest for ever ! 

Ebnina. How. is thi| ? 

My child, what meah'st, thou ? 

Xtmtna, ' Mother! Ih&veloved, 

And been beloved !<-^the sunbeam pf anjbour, 
Whioi gave life's hidden treasures to mine eye, 
As they lay shining in their secret founts. 
Went out, and left them (bloorless* — 'Tis past — 
And what remains on dalrtb ?—the rahibow mist. 
Through which I gaz^, hath melted, and my sight 
Id clear'd to look on all things as they' are! 
—But this is far too mo^mfuU-'-Life's dark gift 
Hath ialleft too early and too cold upon me ! 
— Thevefere I would go hence ! 

SMm. And Owa hast Iat«d 

Unknown — 
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Ximena. . Oh ! pardon^ pardon that F veii'd 

My thoughts froiQ. thee - — But thou hadst woes enough, 
And mine came o^er me when thy soul had need 
Of more than mortal strength! — For I had scarce 
Given the deep consciousness that I was loved 
A treasure's place wjthin ray secret heart, 
When earth's brief joy went from me '• 

' 'Twas at morn 
I saw the warriors to their fi^ld go forth, 
And he— my chosen — was ther^e among the rest, , 

With his young, glorious brow ! — I look'd again — 
The stfife'grew diark beneath me — but his plume 
Waved free abo?9 the lances^ — Yet again — 
— 1$ had gone down ! and steeds were trampling o'er 
The spot to which mine eyes were riveted. 
Till blinded by Ui' intei^tiess of their gaze • 
— And tben—^t laslr— I hurried to thf gate, 
And met him there F — I met hhn! — on his shield, 
And wi& hid cloven helm, and sbiver'd sword. 
And daric faftir steep'd in blood ' -^They bore hinv past — 
Mother ! — I saw his face ! — Oh •' such a death 
lyoirfcs fearful jchangdf x>n the fair of .€arth, 
The pride of woman's eye ! , 

Elmina. Sweet daughter, peace ! 

Wake not the dark remembrance ; for thy franae 

Xtmcnar— -There wUl be peace ere long. I shut my heart 
E'en as a tomb, o'^er ^hat lone silent grief, 
Thkt I might j'pare it thee !~But now the hour 
Is come when tn»t which would have pierced thy soul 
Shall be its healing batm. Oh ! weep thou not, 
Save with a gentle sorrow - 

ElmiTia. \ Must it be ? 

Art thou indeed to leave roe f 

Ximena (eamliingly)' ' Bcthou^ladt 

I say, rejoice above ihy favour'd child ^ 
Joy, for the soldier when his field .is fought, 
Joy, for th6 peasant when his vintage-lask 
Is closed at eve ! — But most of aU for her, * 
Who, when her life changed its glittering robes ^ 
Fdrthe.dull garb of sorrow, which doth cling 
So heavily iiround the journey ers on, . 
Cast down its weight— and sre^f ! 

Elmina. Alas! tlMnceye 

Is wand«rins^ — yct'how brightly ! — Is this death. 
Or some high wondrous vision'?—Sppak, my child I 
How is ft with thee now ? 
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Xtmena (unidly\ I see it still ! 

*Tis floating, like a glorious ^loud on high. 
My father's banner !-*-Hear'st thou not a sound ? ^ 
The trumpet^ of Castile ?— >^Prai8e, praise to Heaven '. / 
—Now may the wearj Vest I — Be still ■ — ^Who calls 
The night so fearful? . - [Shediei. 

Ehnina. . . ^ No «• she is not dead • 

— Xiniena!~-8pealttoiDe! — Oh J jet a tone 
From that tweet voice, that I may gather in 
One more remembrance o^ its Ipvely sound, 
"ESte the deep silence fall !— What ! is «11 t^ush'd ? 
— No, no ' — it cannot be l-*How should we -bear 
The dark miseivings of ,ou^ soub, if BeAvea • 
Lefl not suc^ beings with us ? — But is this 
Her woated look ?p-tQO sad a quiet lies 
On its dim fearful beauty !— Speak, Ximena - ■ . ' 
SjMt !--4ny heart <die8 within me !— She is gone, 
With ttll her blessed smiles ! —My child ! my child ! 
Where art thou ?^Wfaere is that which answer'd me. 
From thy soft-sbining eyes !-^Hudi i doth she move.^. 
— One light lock seem'd tp trembl^ on her brow. 
As a pulse throbb'd beneath ;-~*twa8 but the voice 
Of my despair that stirrM it l-*She is gone I 

[1^ throws hersOf <M tht body. Qonzeltz 
enierSf ahhe^ emd vfonnded. 

Ebnina (rising, as he approaches). I must not now be 
acom'd !— No, not a look, 
A whisper of reproach ! — ^Behold my wo i 
^Thou canst not scorn me now ! 

Oowalez. Hast thou heard OU ? 

Elmina. Thy daughter on my bosom laid her head, 
And pass'd away to rest— Behold her there, 
Even such as death hath made her i (8) ^ 

QoiwUez {hjmiing over Ximena'' s body). Thou art gone 
A little wbile before me, oh, my child ! / - 

Why should the traveller weep to part with those 
That scarce an b9ur will reacn their pronlised land 
Ere he too cast his. pilgrim staff away, , ^ 

And spread his couch beside them f 

Eltnina, Must it be 

Henceforth enough that once a thing so fair 
Had its bright place among us ?— Is this al1« 
Left for the^years to come f— We will not stay ! 
Earth's chain each hour grows weaker. 
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Gonxalex (still gazinff upon Ximena). And thou 'rt laid 
To slamber in the shadowi blessed child ! 
Of a yet stainless altar, and beside 
A sainted Warrior's tomb ! — Oh, fitting place 
For thte to ;^ield thy pure heroic souT 
Back untip him that gave It I — And thy cheek- 
Yet smiles in its bright paleness ! 

Elmina. . . ,Hadst thou seen 

The look with which she passMi 

GonxaUx {still btndin^ <tver h^). Why, 'tis almost 
Like ioy to view thy beiiutiful repose ! 
The laded image' of that perfect calm 
Floats, e'en a^ long-forgotten music* back 
Into my weary heart ^tt^No dark wild spot 
On thy clear biOw doth tell df bloody bands 
Thatquench'd young life by violence ! — We have seen 
Too much of horror, in one crowded hour, 
To Weep for aught, so gentjiy gathered hence ! * 

— Oh ! maTt'Ieaves other t^ces ! 

' ElndnaXsuddei^ysiarHn^. It returns 
On my bewHder'd k>uV;— Went ye nbt forth: 
Unto the rescue ?-^And thou 'rt herd alooe ! 
—Where are my sons 3 

Cromakz (solemnly). We were too late! 

EltntTW^ Too late! 

Hast thou nangbt else to t^U me f . 

OomaUz. IbroQghtback 

Frtrni that last ^eld the banner, of my sires, 
And my own death-wound. 

Elmina. - . Thine!' 

Gonzalez. Another hour 

Shall ^ush its throbs for ever. I go hence. 
And with me: 

Slmiua. . No i^Man dou/d not lift his hands-^ 
—Where bast thou Ud thy sods ? 

Gcn^aUz. ' - lAaoenosoAs. 

Shnina. What hast thou said > 

OonfoUz, ' That now there lives not one 

To weat the gloiy of mine tncient bouse, 
When? am gone to i^st. 



72 SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

Elmina (ihromng herself on the ^round^and speaking' 
in a low hurried voice). In one brief hour, all gone !— and 

such a death 
— I see their blood ^sh forth J— their graceful heada — 
«-Taise the dark vision from fne, oh, my God ! 
And such a death for them ! — I was not there !— 
Thej were but mine in beauty ai^ in joy, 
Not in that mortal anguish !>— Ah,^all gone ! 
—Why should I struggle more ? — What w this Power 
Against who9e might, on all sides pressing us, 
We strive with fierce impatience, which but lays 
Our own frail spirits prostrate ? 

After a long pause.) Now I know 

Thy hand, mjr God !— and they are soonest crushed . 

That most withstand it *• — I resist no liiore. 

(She rises.)— \ light, a light sipringsup from grief tod death. 

Which with its solemn radiance doth reveal 

Why we have thus been itied ! .„ , 

Gowhlez. Then I may still 

Fix my last look on thte, in holy love, 

Parting, but yet with hope. ' i 

Elmina (ftkling at his feet). Can'st thou forgive ? 

— Oh, I have driven the arrow to thy h^art, ■ ^ 

That should have buried it within mine own. 

And bonie the pang in silence !-^I "have cast 

Thy life's fair hondur, in my wik] despair, * 

As an unvalued gem upon the waves, 

Whence thou haA sna(ch*d it back, to bear from earth, 

AH stamless, on thy breast — Well hast thou done — 

But I — canst thou forgive? 
Gonzalez. Within this hour 

I have stood upon that veirge whence mortals fall. 

And learned how 'tis with one whosfe sight grows dim. 

And whose foot trembles on the gulf's dark side,. 

—Death purifies all feeling— We will par> 

In pity and in lov^. 
Elmina. Death I—And thoi^ too 

Art on thy way '-^Oh, joy for thee, high hcf rt ! 

Glory and joy for thee ! — ^Tbeday is closed, 

And well and nobly hast thou borne thyself 

Through its Iqn^ battle'toits, (bough mai^v swords 

Have entered tbme own Soul !~But on ipy head 

Recoil the fierce invokings of despair, t 

And I am left far distanced in the race^ 

The lonely one of earth ?— Ay, tUiff just. 

1 am not woriliy that upon my breast 
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hi this, thine boor of victoiy, thoii sbonldit yipid 
Thy spirit onto God. : 

Gonzalez. Thou «rt ! ^Sim VSt * 

Oh* a life's lo7e, a heart's Ipiijr l^itbfulQess, 
£*eD in the presence of eternal things* 
IVearing their chastenM beaotj all ondimm'd, 
Assert their lofty claims ; and these ar9 pQt i 

For one dark bo<|.r to cancel ! — We are nere. 
Before that altar Whiqh receiv'd the vows 
Of our unbroken youth, and meet it is 
For Mch a witness in the siebt of Heaven, 
And in the face q( death, whose shadowy arm 
Comes dim between us, to regard th* exchange 
Of our tried hearts^ forgiveness. — ^Who are they. 
That in one patb have^mey^d, needing not 
Foi^iveoess at its clqse ? 

(4 dtafm enters hazily.) 

Citizen, The Moors! the Moors! 

Gwizalez. How ! isihe ciiy stormM ? 

Oh! riehteous Heaven .'—for this I look'd not yet - 
Hath all been done in vain ?•— Why, then* 'tis time 
For prayer, and then to nest ! 

CUizen. - The sun ^all set. 

And not a Christian voice be left for prayer, 
To-night within Valencia J— Round our wills 
The paynim host is gathering for th* assault, 
^nd we have none to guard them. , 

Gtmsaiez. Then mj place 

Is here no longer,— I had hoped to die 
£v*n by U^ altar and the sepulchre 
Of my brave sires — but this was not to be ! 
Give ]9ie my sword again, and lead me hence 
Bftck to the ramparts. I have yet an hour. 
And it hath still high duties.— Now, m ndfe ! 
Thou mother of ipy childrcn-r-pf the dead^ 
Whom iname unto Oiep in steadfast hope— - 
Farewell! 

Ehnina. No, not farewell !— Mjr soul haUi risen 

To mate ttttif with thine ; and by th^ side 
Amidst the burtUag IraceffI wilt staM, 
As one on whom a brave m^n'e love hath been 
Wasted not ntdsriy. ' 

GonzaJez. J diank t}>f e, ^es^yes^'^ 

That I have tasted ^f % »wm)W 
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Which thoa hast given (o temper hoars like this. 
With a deep sense of thee, and of thine ends 
In these dread visitings ! 
{To Elmina.) Wc will not part. 

But with the spirit's parting I 

Elmina, One farewell 

To her, that, mantled with fair loveliness. 
Doth slumber at our feet .' — My blessed child ! 
Oh ! in thy hearths affliction thou wert strong. 
And holy courage did pervade thy wo, 
As light the troubled waters .' — Be at peace I 
Thou whose bright spirit made itself the soul 
Of all that were around thee ! — And thy life 
E'en then was struck, and withering at the core ! 
—Farewell '—Thy parting look hath bn me fall'n. 
E'en as a gleam of heaven, and I am now 
More like what thou hast be^n ? — ^My soul is hush'd. 
For a still sense of purer worlds has sunk 
And settled on its deptiis with that last smile 
"Uliich from thine shone forth.— Thou hast not lived 
In vain— D^ child, farewell ! 

Gonzalez. Surek for thee 

Death had no sting, Ximena ! — We are blest. 
To learn one secret of the shadowy pass, 
Fkmii such an aspect's calmness. Yet once more 
T kiss thy pale youn^ cheek, my broken flower ! 
In token of th* uudymg love and hope, 
Whose land is far away. [Exeunt. 

Scene— ^The walU of the City. 

HiRNANDEs;.- ^ few Cittzens gathered round him. 

Hernandez. Why, men have cast the treasures, which 
their lives 
Had been worn down in gathering, on the pyre, 
Ay, at their household hearths have lit the brand, 
Ev?n from that shrine of quiet love to bear 
The flame which ^ve their temples and their homes. 
In ashes, to the winds .'—They have done this, 
Makin? a blasted void where once the sun 
Look'dupon lovely dwellings; and from earth 
Razing all record that on such a spot 
Childhood hath sprung, age faded, misery wept. 
And frail Humanity nielt before her God ; 
— They have done this, in their free nobleness, 
Rather than see the spoiler's tread pollute 
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Their holy places I — Praise, high praise be theirs, * 

Who have left mao such lessons ! — ^Aad these thing^s, 

Made your own hills their witnesses ! — The sky, 

Whose arch bends o'er you, and the seas, wherein 

Your rivers pour their gold, rejoicing saw 

The altar, and the birth-place, and Uie tomb, 

And all memorials of man^s heart and faith. 

Thus proudly honour'd — Be ye not outdone 

By the departed !— Though the godless (oe 

Be close upon us, we have power to snatch 

The spoils of victory from him. Be but strong! 

A few bright torches aild brief moments yet 

Shall baffle his flushed hope, and we may die. 

Laughing him unto scorn.— Rise, follow me, 

Anathou, Valencia i triumph in thy &te. 

The ruin, not the jr6ke, and make thy towers 

A beacon unto Spain ,' 

Citizen. We Ml follow thee! 

— Alas ! for our feir city, and the homes 
Wherein we rear*d our children ! — But away ! 
The Moor shall plant no crescent o'er our fanes ! 

Fcice (from a Toioer on the Walls). Suocoors !— <?a8tile ! 
Castile ! 

citizens (rushing to the spot). It is even so i 

Now blessiog be to Heaven, for we are saved ! 
Castile, Castile! 

Voice (from the Toioer). Line after line of spears. 
Lance af^ lance, upon the horizon's verge. 
Like festal lights from cities bursting up, 
Doth skirt the plain !•— in faith, a noble host ! 

Another Voice. The Moor hath tum'd him from our walls 
to front, 
Th' advancing migh^ of Spain! 
Citizens (sh&uting). Castile ! Castile ! 

(GoNZALiz enters, supported by Elmina tmd a Citizen.) 
OonziUez. What shouts of joy are these f 

Hernandez. | Hail, chieftain ! bail I 

Thus ev'n in death 'tis given thee to receive 
The conqueror's crown T—- Behold our God bath heard, 
And arm'd himself with vengeance ! — Lo ! they come ! 
The lances of Castile 1 

Chnzalez. i knew, I knew 
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Thou wooldst noi tattetlr^ my God, foi^sake 
ThjT WBtfhnt ia his need !— My blood and teairs 
Have not sank vainlv to th* aUestiDe 6^rth ! 
Praiie to thee, thanks aUd j^ndse, that 1 haVfe lived 
To see (hb hoar! 



Eknina. And I too Ueei thy name^ 

Though tboa hasft praved me maUi a^y ! 
Oh God 2— Thott Cfod of chaateningi 

Fbiee {from the Tower). Ilic)ir inov^ on ! 

I see the royli banner in the air. 
With iti emblazbn'd towers ! 

GonxaiUz. ^. ... Go, bring ye forth 

'Bhe banner of the Cid» and plant it befe« 
To stream abofa me» for ao answering sijgn 
That thegood proas doth hold its lofty place 
Within Valencia stQl !— What see ye now ^ 

Hertumdez, 1 see a kingdom's m^t upon its path) 
Moving in terrible in^;nificence» 
Unto revenge And victory !— Wi^ the flash 
Of knightly swords, ab-sprinnng fioni the ranks, 
Ak iMtoera tram a ttiU and gkHNn^ deeti. 
And with the waving of ten thousand plumes. 
Like & land's halvest in the aatnmtk-wfndt 
And wiUi fierce light* which is not of the son, 
Btat flung from sheets of steel — it comes, it <»oaiei, 
The vengeance of our God ! 

ChmzaUz. I hear it now. 

The heavy tread of maU-clad multitudes^ 
Uke thunder-showers upon the forett- paths. 

I^numdex, Ay, earth knows well the Ofloeb of thtft 



And she bath echoes, like a sepulchre V 
Pent in her secret hollows, to respond 
Unto the step of death ! 

^§&niaiht. Hark ! bow the wind 

Swells proudly with the battle -march of Spain ! 
Now the heart feels its power !— A little while 
Grant me to live, my God !— What pause is this ! 

Btntandiz. A deep and dreadful one !— the serried filn 
Level their spears for combat ; now the hosts 
Look on each other in (heir brooding wratl), 
Siliht, and face to fkce. 
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VOICES HEARD WITHOUT, CHANTING. 

Calm OQ the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit ! r^st thee now ! 
E'en while with ours thy footsteps trod, 

His seal was oa thy brow. 

Dust, to its narrow house beneath ! 

Soul, to its place on high ! 
They that have seen thy look in death, 

No more may fear to die. 

Elmina(to Gonzalez). It is the death-hymn o'er thy 
daughter's bier ! 
— Bat I am calm, and e'eq like gentle winds, 
That music, through the stillness of my heart, 
Sends mournful peace. 

Ckmzalez. Oh ! well those solemn tones 

Accord with such an hoor, for- all her life 
Breath'd of a hero's soul .' 

[M sound of trumpets and shoutings from the p2atn.]l 

Hernandex. Now, now they close !~Hark ! what a dull 
dead sound / 

Ts In the Moorish war- shout ! — 1 have known 
Such tones prophetic oft — ^The shock is given — j 

Lo ! they have placed their shields |before their hearts, 
And lower'd their lances with the streamers on, 
And on their steeds bent forward ! — God for Spain ! 
The first bright sparks of battle have been struck 
From spear to spear, across the gleaming field ! 
— There is no sight on which the blue sky looks 
To match with ^is.' — 'Tis not the gallant crests, 
Nor banners with their glorious blazonry ; 
The very nature and high soul of man 
Doth now reveal itsel^l 

OonzfUez. Oh, raise me up, 

That I may look upon the noble scene ! 
— It will not be ! — Th&t tUs dull mist would pass 
A moment from my sight T— Whence rose that shout, 
As iafierce triumph f 

Hernandez (clasping his hands). Must I look on this ? 
The banner sinks-^'tis taken ! 

Cronzalez. Whose .•* 

Hernandez. * Castile's ! 

Gonzalez. Oh, God of Battles t 
7* 
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Mlmina. Calm tby tioble heart ! 

Thoa wilt not pass away without thy nMed. 
Nay, rest thee on my bosom. 

Hemandex, Cheer thee yet ! 

Our knights have spurr'd to rescoe. —There is now 
A whirl, a mingling of all terrible thinffs. 
Yet more appalling than the fierce disSnctness 
"Wherewith they moved before !— 1 see tall plumes 
All wildly tossfng o'er the battle's tide, 
Swav'd by the wrathful motion, and the press 
XX otiBpetMb tM^ as cedar^boughs by storms. 
Many a white streamer there js dyed with blood, 
Many a false conAet broken,, many a shield 
Fierced through l-^Now/shout for Santiago, shout ! 
I^ ! javelins with a moment's brightness cleftve 
The tbickeoiQg dpst, end barbed steeds go down 
With their hebn'd riders !— Who, but One, can teli 
How spirits part amidst that fearful lush 
And trampling on of furiousmultitudes ? 

thnzdlez. Thou »rt silent !— See'st thou more ?— My soul 
l^iOWs dark. ' 

Hernandez. Apd dark and troubled, as an angir sea. 
Dashing some s^Allaht armament in scorn 
Aniinst its rocks, is all on which I gaze ! 
—1 call but tell thee how tall spears are crote'd, 
And lances seem to sniver, and proud helms 
To lighten with the stroke .'—But round the spot, 
Where, like a storm-feird mast, our standard Sank, 
The heart of battle bums. 

Gimzakx. Where is that spot? 

Hernandez. It is beneath the lonely tuft of palms. 
That lift their green heads o'er tlie tumult still. 
In cahn and stately grace. 

G<mzai^. 2%«re, didst thou say .^ 

Then God IS with us, and we mw< prevail ! 
For on th^ spot they died .•-Mj^jhildren's Mood 
Calls OB th* avenger thence ' ~ 



?.lS^' ..... They peri AM there ! 




Hush the daric thought within me l' 

H^rnmdkz{vniheud4enemdia1i^\ Wboiifat. 
On the white steed, tod with the castled ImH 
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And the goIcl-broiderM mantle, which doth float 
£*en like a sonny cloud above the 6ebt; 
And the "pale pross, which from his orea8t>|»1atte lleann 
With star-Iike'iwSiance ? 
Ganxal€Z {tttgerly), Pidst thoQ ftijr the crois ? 

Hernandez. On his inailM bosom chines a broad white 
ctoss. 
And hid long plomage thioa|i:h die darkening dr 
Streain9 like a Aum-^relidL 
GanxaUz, That shonlil be— 

Hemaandex. . The king ! 

—Was it not told us how he sent, of late, 
To the Cid's tomb, e*en for the silver cro6s» 
Which he who lumbers there wan wont to bind 
O'er his brave heart lb fight f (9) 

Qonatalez (jspringing upjovfuUy). My king ! my king ! 
Now all good saints for SpainT— My noble king I 
And thoa art there !— 'That I might look once more 
Upon thy fece'- — B(ut yet I thank thee, Heaven ! 
That thou hast sent h!ro, from my dying hahds 
Thus to receive his city ! 

[He sirdts bade into £lmii)a*8 armie. 
Hemandes. He batfi clear*d 

A pathway *midst the combat, and the tight 
Follows his charge tbongh yon cloqe living mass, 
ETen as the gleam on lome prood vessel's wttke 
Along the stormy waters !— 'Tis rcdeem'dr- 
The castled banner !•— It is flung once more 
In joy and gk>ry, to the sweeping winds ! 
—There seems a waVering through the paynfan hoat^— 
Castile doth press them sore— Now, now rejoice ! 
Gonzalez. What hast thou seen ? 

Hernandez. AbduHah falls ! He falls! 

The man of blood !— the spoiler !— he hath sunk 
In our kind's padi 1— Well hath that royal sword 
ATenged tny cause, Gonzalez. 

They give way. 
The Crescent's van is broken !— On the hills 
And fbe dark pine-«voods ma^ the infid^ 
Call vainlv, in his agony of fear, 
To cover him from vengeance !— Lo ! they fly I 
They of the forest and of the wilderness 
Are acatter'd e*en as leaves upon the wind ! 
Wo to the sons of Afric l^LeU the plaint, 
iAd the vioe-moimttint, and Hespenaa seas. 
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Take their dead onto them .'—that blood shall wash 
Our soil from stains of bondage. 

GonzaUx {attempting to raise himself). Set me free ! 
Come wiih me forth, for I must greet my king, 
After his battle-field I 

Hernandez. Oh, blest in death ! 

Chosen of Heaven, ferewell ! — Look on the Cross, 
And part from earth in peace • 

Gonzalez. Mow charge once more ! 

God is with Spain, and Santiago's sword 
Is reddening all the air .'—Shout forth * Castile !* 
The day is ours ! — I go ! — but fear ye not ! 
For Afric^s lance is broken, and my sons 
Have won their first good field ! [He dies. 

Elmina. Look on me yet ! 

Speak one farewell, my husband ! — must tliy voice 
Enter my soul no more ! — Thine eye is fix'a— 
Now is my life uprooted, — and 'lis weM. 

(A Sound of triumphant Mvmc is heard, and many 
Castilian Knights and Soldiers enter.) 

A Citizen. Hush your triutnphal sounds, although ye come 
£*en as deliverers ! — Bat the noble dead, 
And those that mourn them, claim from human hearts 
Deep silent reverence. 

Elmina (rising proudly). No, swell forth, Castile .' 
Thy trumpet-music, till the seas and heavens. 
And the deep hills, give every stormy note 
£choes to ring through Spain ! — How, know ye not 
That all array'd for triumph, crowned and robed 
With the strong spirit which hath saved the land, 
Ev*n now a conqueror to his rest ia gone f 
— Fear not to break that sleep, but let the wind 
Swell on with victory*s shout! — He will not hear— 
Hath earth a sound more sad ? 

Hernandez. Lift ye the dead, 

And bear him with the banner of his race 
Waving above him proudly, as it waved 
O'er the Cid's battles, to the tomb, wherein 
His warrior-sires are gathered. lT?iey raise the body, 

Elmina. Ay, 'tis thus 

Thou shouldst be honoured .' — And I follow thee 
With an unfa hiring and a lofiy step. 
To that last home of glory. She that wears 
■^r deep heart the memory of thy love 
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Shall thence draw streiig|Qi for all thinrp, till the God, 
IVbose hand around her nath tuipeonled earth. 
Looking upon her still and d^sten^dsoul, 
Call it onpe more to thine ! 

{To the CastiUans,) 

Awake, I tav, 
Tamhoor and tminpet, wake !— And let the land 
Throa|;h all bar mountains hear youV fimeral peal ! 
— So would a hero pass to.his repose. 

[ExemU 



NOTES. 



Note 1. 

MouKTAis Christiaiu, thoM natives of Spain, who, under 
their prince, Pelayo, took lefoge amon^ the mountains of the 
northern provinces, where they maintained their religion and , 
liberty while the rest of their country was overrun by the 

Moors. 

Note 8. 

Oh, free doth eorrow pats, ifc, 
Frey geht das Unji^Ittck durch die ganse Erde. 

SchUUr'e Death qf WdUeiuteiJh act iv. so. 2. 

Note S. 

Tizona, tbe'fire-brand. The name of the Cid's fovoorite 
sword, taken in battle from the Moorish king Bucar. 

Note 4. 

How he won VaUndafrom the Moor, ifc, 
Valencia, which has been repeatedly beneged, and taken 
by the armies of different nations, reitiained in the possession 
of the Moors for an hundred and seventyyears after the Cid's 
death. It was regained from them by King 0on Jayme, of 
Aragon, snmamed the Conqueror ; after whose success I hav« 
ventured to suppose it governed by a descendant of the Cam* 
peador. 

Notes. 

It was a Spanish timditioo, that the great bell of the Ca- 
thedral of Sara^sa always tolled spontaneoiisly beibre a 
king of Spain died. 
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Note 6. 



(* £1 que •» baen bom naaco ;^' be that was bom in bappy 
bour. Aq appelladoo given to the Cid in the ancient chnxiicies . 

Note7. 

For this, and the sabfleqnent allasions to Spanish legends, 
see I7i€ Romaneu and Cmr/mclf9 (f tfu Cid, 

Notes. 

" La voilA, telle que la nm^ JUMtf Ta faite V^^Bossuft^ 
OrmtOfu F\miibres. 

Ngte 9. 

This ciycnmstannyia recorded of King Don 4h>hQnso, the 
last of that name. Re sent to d^o tlid's tomb, for the cross 
Vfbich that warrior was accustomed to wear upon his breast 
when ^e went to battle, and had it made into one for himself; 
** because of the faidi which he had, that through it he should 
obtain the victory.*'— ;SottlA<y'4 Chronicle qf vie Cid. 
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THE VESPERS OF PALERMO. 

A TRAGEDY. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

ScBRi I. — w9 FoU^, wUh Fineyardt mnd CotUtga. 

Qroups qf ^«Man<i— ftociOA« disgvind m a Piigrim^ 
amongthpn, 

FlraPeatimt At, thifwu wont to be a festal time 
In day* gcxie by I I can remember well 
The old femiliar melodies that rose 
At break of mom, from all our purple hills, 
To welcome in the vintage. Never since 
Hath mosic seemM so sweet Bat the l%ht hearts 
Which to those measures beat so joyously 
Are tamed to stilhiess now. There is no voice 
Of joy through all the land. 

Second Pituani. Tesh ^re are sounds 

Of reveliT within the palaces. 
And the mir castles or our ancient lords, 
Where now the stranger banquets. Ye may hear. 
From ihance the peals of song and laughter rise 
At midnight's deepest hour. 

l%ird Peasant. - Alas ! we sat 

In happier days, so {jeacefnlly beneath 
The olives and the vines our father's reai'd. 
Encircled b;|r our children, whose cjnick steps 
Flew by us in the dance ! The time hath been 
When peace was in the hamlet, wheiesoe'er 
The storm might gather. But this ^oke of France 
Falls on the peasant's neck, as heavily 
As on the crested chieftain's. We are bow'd 
E'en to the earthw 

Peatanfs CkUd. My fafiier, tell me when 

Shall the gay dance and song again resound 
8* 
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Amidst oar cbesnat'woods, as in those days 
Of which thoQ *rt woat to tAlt the joyous tale ? 

Firat Peastmi. When there are f i^t and reckless hearts 
once more 
In Sicily*s green vales. 41^ • >D7 ^« 
Men meet not now to qtiiff the ^Sumnl^ bowl. 
To hear the mirthfnl song, and cast aside 
The weight of work-daj care :-^they meet to speak 
Of wrongs and sorrows, and to whisper thoughts 
They dare not breathe, alood, 

Prodda (Jrom the back-grcwid). Ay, it is well 

So to relieve th* o*erburthen*d heart, which Ptnts 
BeneMfe its Weight of Wivug^ ; bat oetteir rar 
In silence to avenge them ! 

Ati^oUPemam, t^faril de«fy tbidif 

Came with that startling (OM ? 

First Peasant. It was oar guest's, 

The stmnget pilgiii% wh» hirtli sajodro'd heM 
Since yester-m« 'm. Good mli^boors^ marl^ kim imlK: 
He bath a stately bearing, anttan ety^ 
Whose glance looks thr^;fa tho fatart Hir MleiHMOHb 
HI with sach Testmeiits. Jttovr he folds looikdlliiift 
His pilgrim-dosk; e'en as it werfr a robe* 
Of Imightly ermine 1 That comtnaAdug step^ 
Shoald have baaa used n^ooits and oamps (6 mo^. 
Mark him ! 

OM Pmmmt. Nay, rather, mark4iim not : thethMf" 
Ai% fiearfal, and they teach the bbldesl hearts 
A caatioos lesson. What shoald btiag him hera f 

A You0i. He spoke of vengeance ! 

Oid Peasant. Peaca ! we are beset 

By snares on every skle, and we mast learn ^ 

In silence and in patience to endure. 
Talk not of vengeance, for the word ift death. 

Prodda (eoimng foneat^ ttiitgnim%). The wofd is 
death ! And what hath life for thee. 
That thou shouldst clii« to it tbos f thoo ab)ect thmg ! 
Whose veiy soal is meoraed to the yoke. 
And 8tamp*d with servitude. What I is it lifo. 
Thus at a bieeza to start, to school thy voice 
Into low fearful whispers, and to cast 
Pale jealous looks oroond thee, l«t, e'en then, 
Strangers shoald <catch its echo ? — Is 'there aught 
^n tht$ so precKNis, that thy fonow'd cheek 
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Iff blaitch*d with terroi' at tbe passing thought 
Of hazarding tome few and evil days, 
Which drig (has poorFy oh ? 

Some of the Peasants. Kwzy, awaj ! 

Leave as, for there is danger in thy presence. 

Proddd. tS^hy, what is danger ?— Are there deeper ills 
Than those ye bear thus cabniy ? Ye have drained 
The cup of btttemess, till naught remains 
To fear or shrink from-— therefore, be ye strong ! 
Power dwelleth with despair. — Why start ye thus 
At words which are but echoes of the thoughts 
LockM in your secret souls? — Full well I know, 
There is not one amohg you, but hath nursed 
Some proud indignant feeling, Which doth make 
One conflict of his life. I know thy wrongs, 
And thine— «nd thine,— but if within your breasts 
Hiere is no chord that Tibrfttes to mjf voice, 
Then fere ye well. 

A yoii^ (coming /onoairdi. No, n6 f say on, say on ! 
There are stilh free and defy hearts e'en here, 
That kindle at thy words. 

Peatfmi. If that indeed ' 

Thou hast a hope to give us. 

Proeida. There is hope 

For all who sufibr with indignant thoughts 
Which work in silent strength. What I think ye Heaven 
Cerlook^* oppressor, if he bear awhile 
His crested head on high f — I teH yon, no ! 
Th' avenge will not sleep. It was au hour 
Of triumph to the conqueror, when our king. 
Our young brave Conradin, in Ufe*s feir nmm, 
On the red scaflbld died. Yet not the less 
Is justice throned above; and her good tune 
Comes rushing on in storms : that royal blood 
Hath lifted an accusing voice from earth. 
And hath been heard. The traces of the past 
Fade in man^t heart, but ne'er doth Heaven forget 

Pea§ant, Had we but arms and leaders, we are irten 
Who nAight earn vengeance yet; but wantii^ these, 
What wouldst thou have us do ? 

PfHeida. Be vigilant ; 

And when the signal wakes the land, arise ! 
Tbe peasant's arm is strong, and there shall be 
A rich and noble harvest. Fare ye well. [Exit Pro^ ' 
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First Peasant, This man dumld be a prophet : how he 
seemed 
To read our hearts with his dark^searching glance 
And aspect of conamand ! And yet his garb 
Is mean as ours. ^ 

Second Peasant. Speak low ;, I know him^^ell. 
At first his voice disturbed me like a dream 
Of other days ; bat 1 remember now 
His form, seeil oft when in my youth I served 
Beneath the banners of our kings ! 'Tis he s 

Who hath been exiled and proscribed so lone. 
The Count di Procida. 

Peasani. And is this he ? I 

Then Heaven protect him ! for around his steps . 
Will many snares be set. 

First Peasant. He comes not thus 

But with some ruighty purpose ; doubt it not; 
Perchance to bring us freedom. He is one, 
Whose faith, through many a trial, hath been proved 
True to our native |irinces. But away ! 
The noon-tide heat is past, and from the seas 
Lwht gales are wandering through the vineyards ; now 
We may resume our toil. [Exeunt Peasants. 

Scene Ih^The Terrace (f a Castle. 

Eribsst. Vittoria. 

„,rj"^- Have I not told ihee, that I bear a heart 
Blighted and cold ?— Th» affections of my youth 
l-ie slumbering in the grave ; their fount is closed. 
And all the soft and playfiil tenderness 
Which hath its home in woman's breast, ere yet 
Deep wrongs have 8ear»d it ; all is fled from mine. 
Vrge me no more. 

Eribert. Q |ady .' doth the flower 

That sleeps entomb'd through the long wintry storms 
Unfold Its beauty lo the breath of spring ; 
And sliali not woman's heart, from chill despair. 
Wake at love's voice ? 

J^iitoria. Love .'—make love's name thy spell, 
And 1 am strong !— the verv woid calls up 
From the dark past, thoughts, feelings, powers, array'd 
*° «""« against thee !— Know'st thou whom I lov'd, 
While my soul's dwelling-place was still on earth ? 

■^c who was bom for empire, and endowed 
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With rachlikfa gifts of princely majestT, 

As bow*d all neuts before him :— Was he not 

Brave, rojral, beautifol ?— And such he died ; 

He died .'—hast thou forgotten ?— And thba *rt here. 

Hkxi meet*8t nj glance with e^s which coldly lm*d, 

— <^ldhr !*-nay, rather with triomtiliant gase, 

Upon his murder .'—Desolate as I am, 

Yet in the mien of tMM aflbuiced bride, 

CM^ my lost Conradin t there riionld be still 

Somewhat df lofUness, which m%ht overawe 

The hearts of thine assaffihs. 

EriUrt Haughty dtoie! 

If my prcxid hbart to tenderness be closed, 
Know, danger is around thee : thoo hast foes ' 
That teek mey ruiti, and my power alone 
Can shield thee froni their arts. 

FtUaria, Proven al, tell 

Thy tale of danger, to some happy heart, 
Which hath its iktle wtorld of loved- on^s round, 
ForwhomtotremUe; and its trawidH joys 
That make earth. Paradise lAandiSoile; 
—They that are bUstmay ft«r. 

EriberU h there hot one 

Wic> ne'et cbnmttalds in vain ?— prdud la^, bend 
Thy sfHrit to iSby tkte ; for know ttmt he, • 

Whose car of trhmiph in its earthquake patfi 
O'er the bow'd netk of postrate Sicily, 
Hath borne him to dommion.; he, my king, 
Charles of Anjon, decrees thr hand the boon 
My deeds have well-deservea; tad who haUi power 
Against hit mandates? 

FtUoria. Viceroy, tell tiiv lord, 

Hiat e*en where chains lie heaviest on the land, 
Souls may not all be fetter'd. Gift, ere now. 
Conquerors have rock*d the earth, yet Atil*d to tame 
Unto th^ furposes, that restless fire. 
Inhabiting man's breast.^A spark bursts forth. 
And sotMy perish .'—-'tis the ntte of those 
Who sport with lightning— And it may be his. 
«— Tell nim I fear him not, lind thtis am free. 

Eriberi. 'TiswelL Then nerve that lofty heart to b^r 
The wrath which is not powerless. Tet again 
Bethink thee, lady !— liove mav change— Ao(A changed 
To vigilant haired oft, whose sleepless eye 
Still ffiSds whkt most it seeks for. Fare thee well. 
—Look to it yet .'—To-morrow I return. . [Exit EriSe 
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Vittoria. Tchinorrow !«— Some ere now have slept and 
dreamt 
Of morrows which ne'er dawnM —or ne'er for (hcn^ ; 
So silent by their deep and still repose 
Hath melted into deatn !•— Are there not balms 
In nature's boandless realm, to poor out sleep 
Like this, on me ? — Yet should my spirit still 
Endure its earthly bonds, tiH it could bear 
To Ids 9. glorious tale of his own isle, 
Free and avenged. — TAou should'st be now at work. 
In wrath, m^ native Etna ! who dost lift. 
Thy spiry p4^ar of dark snnoke so high, 
Through the red heaven of sunset !~ steepest thon still, 
With all thy founts of fire, while spoilers tread 
The glowing vales beneath ? (Prodda enters disguised.) 

Ha: whd art thou, 
Unbidden guest, that with so nhite a step 
Dost steal upon me. 

proeida. One, o'er whom hath pass'd 

All that can cbanffe man's aspect ! — Yet not loQgf 
Shalt thoQ find safety in forgetfulness. 
—I am he, to breathe whose name is perilous, 
Unless thy wealth could bribe the winds to silence. 
— Know'st diou ihis, lady ? [Jle shofos a ring^ 

Vithria. ^ Righteous Heaven ! the pledge 
Amidst his people from the scafibld thrown 
t^ him who perish'd, and whose kingly blood 
Eren yet is unatoned. — My heart beats high-* 
.^Oh, welcome, welcome ! thou art Proeida, 
Th' Avenger, the Deliverer! 

Prodda. Call me so 

When my great task is done. Yet who can tell 
If the returned be welcome i — Many a heart 
Is changed since last we met 

Ftftom. Vfhy dost thou gaze, 

With such a still and solemn earnestness, 
Upon my alter'd mien .' 

Prodda. That I may read 

If to the widow^ love of Conradin, 
Or the proud Eribert's triumphant bride, 
I now intrust my fate. 

nthria. Thou, Proeida f 

That thou should^t wrong me thus.'— 4*rolong thy gaze 
?ill it hath found an answrr. 
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Prodia, *Ti8 enough. 

I find it in thy dieek, whose rapid change 
Is from death's hoe to fever*8 ; in the wild 
Unsettled brightness of thy proad dark eye. 
And in thy wasted forai«. Ay, His a deep 
And solemn joy, thus in thy looks to trace. 
Instead of yooth's gay blopm, the characters 
Of noble soflfisring ;— on thy brow the same 
CommandiiMr spirit holds its native state 
Which ooald not sloop to vileness. Yet the voice 
Of Fame hath told a&r that thou shoddst wed 
This tyrant, Eribert 

FUtoria, And told it not 

A tale of insolent kwe repeird with scorn. 
Of stem commands and (earful menaces 
Met with indignant courage f — Procida ! . 
It was but now that haughtily I braved 
His sovereign's mandate, wmch decrees my hand, 
With its fiftir af^panage of wide dcHnainf 
And wealthy vassals, a most fitting boon. 
To recompense his crimes. — ^I smiled — ^ay, smiled — 
^ proud security ! for thti high of heart 
Haye still a pathway to escape disgrace, 
Though it be dark and lone. 

Procida. Thou shalt not need 

To tread its shadowv mazes. Trust my words ; 
I teU the«, that a spirit is abroad. 
Which will not slumber till its path b^ traced 
By deeds of fearful fame. Vittoria, live ! 
It is most meet that thou ihouldeat live, to see 
The mighty expiation ; for thy heait 
(Forgive me that I wroog'd its faith) hath nursed 
A h^, majestK rrief, whose seal is set 
Deep OQ thy marme brow. 

FUtoria. Then thou eaiut'tell. 

By gazing oothe withered rote, thai there 
Time, or the blight, hath worfc'd ! - Ay, this is in 
Thy vision's scope : but oh ! the things unseen, 
Untold, undreamt of, which like shaoows pass 
Hourly o'er that mysterious world* a mind 
To ruin struck by gritef .'—Yet doth my soul, 
Far, 'midst its dukuess, nurse one soaring hope. 
Wherein is bright vitality.— 'Tis to see 
IIi$ blood aveng-ed, and his foir heritage. 
My beautiful native land, in glory risen, 
Like a warrior from his slumbers ! 
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Prodda. Hear'st thoa not 

With what a deep and ominocts moan, the vwce 
Of our great moaQtaia swells ?— There wtti be flooQ 
A fearful burst f— V ktocia ! brood no mor^ 
In silence o*er thy sorrows, but go forth 
Amidst thy vassals, Cjret be secret still) 
And let thy breath give nurture to tha qpark 
Thou 'It find alreack kindled. I move on 
In shadow, yet awakening in my path 
That which shaU startle nations. Fare thee well 

VUtoria. When shall we meet again?— ^re we not fSaos^ 
Whom most he loved on earth, and think'st thoa not 
Thai love e*en yet shall brin| his spirit near 
While thus we hold communion ? 

Prodda. Yes, 1 feel 

Its breathing influence whitet I look on thee, 
Who wert its light in life. Yet will we not 
' Make womanish tears our offering on his tomb ; 
He shall have nobler tribute ! — ^I must hence, 
But thou shalt soon hear more. Await the time. 

[E^teuntseparaXib/, 

ScxNB m.— 7^ Sca-ajiore. 

Raimord m Pbocida. Comstakcx. 

Constanci. There is a shadow far vflibm yqur eye. 
Which hath of late been deepening. You werif woi^t 
Upon the clearness of prour open brow 
To wear a brighter spirit, shedding ro^nd 
Joy like our southern sun. It is not well, 
If some dark thousht b^ gathering qV yo^s^I, 
To hide h from aflSction. Wl]\y is this. 
My Raimond, why is this? 

Raimond, Oh! finm the dreams 

Of youth, «weet Constance, hath not manhood stiU 
A wild and stormy wakening ?'^They dep^it) 
Light after light, our glorious visions fede, 
Tm vaguely beauti&n till earth, unveil'd» 
Lies pale around ; and lifers realities 
Press on the soul, feom its unfathom*d depth 
Rousing the fiery feelings, and proud thov^htt, 
In all thev fearful strength !— Tis«ver thus. 
And doubly so with me ; for I awoke 
With hieh aspinngs, making it a curse 
To breathe where noble minds are bow. d,^ here. 
—To breathe l-Jt k not breath ! 
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(Jojutaiue. I kttaw ikj grief, 

—And u *t not mioe ?-«/or tkoM devolMl rntn 
DoomM with their lifo^ expiat« eone wild word, 
Bom of the social honr. Oh ! I faafe knelt. 
E'en at mj brother's leet, with fhiitless teiffs, 
Imploring hhn to spare. His heart is shut 
A^nstmyyoice; yet will I not ibrsake 
The cause of mercy. ^ 

Haimand, Waste not thoo thy ^yers, 

Ob,n|ntlelove,for^em. There's little need 
For Fity, thocwh the gallmg chain be worn 
By some iewslayes the less. Let them depart ! 
There is a worid beyond th' oppressor's reach. 
And thither lies their way. 

Cbnstance, Alas ! I see 

That some new wrong hath pierced you to the 8(m). 

Raimond. Patdoa, beloved Constance, if my words, 
From ieelinj^ bouHy itung, have caught, perchance, 
A tone of bitteness.-^-Oh! when thine eyes. 
With their sweet eloquent thoughtfulness, are fix'd 
Thus tenderiy on iliilne, I should forget 
AH else in their soft beams ; and yet I came 
Totellf 



Constanee. V^t ? What wouldst thou si^ ? O qpeak !— 
Thou wouldst not leaye me ! 

Raimond, I have oait a dood, 

The shadow of dark thoughts atad rain'd fiwluMS, 
O'er thy brvht spirit n^fkf, were I gone. 
Thou woul&t resume thyself, and dwell oace more 
In the clear sunny light of youth and joy, 
E'cin as before we met--before we loveo! 

Omstonce. This is but mocheiy.— WeU ihoo hnow'st thy 
love 



Hadi giTSB ibe nobler beiar : made my heart 
A home fbruH the deep MMiknities 
Of strong affection; tmd I would not change 
Th' exalted lift I di^w fimn Smt pure souroe. 
With air its cbemler^iMiBB «f hope Md iem 
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Of strong affection; end I would not change 
""' lUftldi^wfiMmSMitpnresottroe 

i cbeqtter^iMHB ef hope tad iem 
£y'n for the brightest cahn. Thou most unkind I 
Haye I deserved this? 

Rmnumd. Qk ! 4bou hast dtiirfed 

A love less &tal to thy pteee tbmi mini. 
Thmk n6t *ti»fliiohsMr l-^Bul I cansot test 
Tt b^ the leorn'd and trampled thiBgl am 
9 
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In this deg^ded land. Its very skies, 
Ttiat smile as if bat festivals were held 
Beneath their cloudless aznre, weigh me down 
With a dull sense of bondage, and I pine 
For freedom*s charter*d air. I would go forth 
To seek my noble father ; he hath been 
Too long a lonely exile, and his name 
Seems fading in the dim obscurity 
Which gathers roood my fortunes. 

Constanet, Must we part ? 

And is it come to this ?— Oh ! I have still 
DeemM it enough of ioy withlAec to share 
E'en zp^ itself -and now— but this is vain ; 
Alas r too deep, too fond, is womati^s love. 
Too full cX hope, the casts on troubled waves 
The treasures of her soul ! 

Raimond. Oh, speak not thus ! 

Thy gentle and desponding tones fall rold 
Upon my inmost heart. — I leave thee but 
To be more worthy of a love like thine. 
l<'or I have dreamt of fame ! — A few short years, 
And we may yet be blest. 

Constance. A few short years ! 

Less time may well suffice for death and fate 
To work all change on earth !— To break the ties 
Wluch early love had formed ; and to bow down 
Th* elastic spirit, and to bKght each flower 
Strewn in liro'i crowded path ! — But be it so ? 
Be it enough to know that happiness 
Meets thee on other shores. 

Raimond. Where'er I roam 

Thou shalt be with my soul !*^Thy soA low voice 
Shall rise upon remembrance, like a strain 
Of music heard in boyhood, bringing back 
Life's morning freshness.'^Ofa ! that there should be 
Things, which we love with such deep tenderness, 
But, Sirough that love j to learn how much of wo 
Dwells in one hour like this !•— Yet weep thou not ! 
We ihall meet sooa ; and many days, oear love. 
Ere I depart. 

conskaice. Then there's a respite still. 

Days I — not a day but in its coarse may bring 
Some strange vicissitude to turn aside 
Til' impenduig bk>w we ^rink from.— Fare thee well. - 

-^h, Raimond ! this is not our last farewell ! 
hou wouldst not to deceive me ! 
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Raimond. Doubt me not, 

Geutlest and best beloved ! we meet again. 

[Exit Const AKCi. 

Raimond (after a pause). When shall I breathe in free- 
dom, and give scope 
To those untaineable and burning thoughts, 
And restless aspirations, which consume 
My heart i' th' land of bondage ? — Oh I with you, 
Ye everlasting images of power, 
And of infinity .' thou blue-rolling deep. 
And you, ye stars ! wtu>se beams are characters 
Wherewith the oracleS of fate are traced ; 
With you my soul finds room, and casts aside 
The weight that doth oppress her. — But my thoughts 
Are wandering far; there should be one to share 
This awful and majestic solitude 
Of sea and heaven with me. (Psogioa mten tmo&Mrved.) 

Tt is the hour 
He named, and yet he comes not 

Procida {coming forvoard). He is here. 

Baitnond. Now, thou mysterious stranger, thou, whose 
glance 
Doth fix itself on memory, and pursue 
Thought, like a spirit, hauntine its lone hoars ; 
Reveal thyself} what art thou ? 

Procida. One, whose life 

Hafli been a troubled stream, and made its way 
Through rocks and darkness, and a thousand st<mns» 
With still a mighty aim. — ^But now the shades 
Of eve are gathering round me, and I come 
To this, my native land, that I may rest 
Beneath its vines in peace. 

Raimond. Seek*8t thou for peace ? 

This is no land of peace : unless that deep 
And voiceless terror, which doth freeze men's thoughts 
Back to their source, and mantle its pale mien 
With a dull hollow semblance of repose, 
May so be oallM. 

Procida. There arc such calms full oft 

Preceding earthquakes. But I have not been 
So vainly school'd by fortune, and inured 
To shape my course on periPs dizzy brink. 
That it should irk mv spirit to put on 
Such guise of hushed submissiveness aS best 
May suit the troubled aspect of the times. 
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Baimomd, Wfagr, thent thou art welcome, stranger ! to the 
land 
Where most diseuise is needfol.— He were bold 
Wbo DOW shouljr wear \n* tbongbts ujpon hig brow 
Beneath Sicilian skies. The brother^ eje 
Doth search distrustAdlj the bsotbet^s £ice ; 
And friends, whose undivided lives have drawn 
From the same pMt, their long remembrancet, 
Now meet in terror, or no more ; lest hearts 
Full to o*ei4owing, in their social hour, 
Should poor out tome rash word, which roving winds 
Might whisper to onr conqnerors.— This it 18, 
To wear a foreign yoke. 

ProoiibK It matters not 

To him who holds the roaalerjr oW his spirit. 
And can suppress its workings, tiU eodurance 
Baflnws us aaABra* We ctm tuut oorseWes 
To all extiemes, wad tbepe is that in life 
To which we cling with most teaacidus grasp, 
£v*n when its 1q% claims are Ml ledpoed 
To the poor common privilege of breathing.-vi 
Why dost thou fom away ? 

Eaimond. Wimt wopldst Hhw with me ^ 

I deemed thee, h^ th* «f(cendant sou) which hved. 
And made its throne on thy commanding Wow, 
One of a soverekn nature, which would scorn 
So to abase its hSrh capacities 
For aught on e»ilh. $ut thou ait like t|ke rest. 
What wouldst thoQ with me f 

Proeida. J WjOQjd coimsel thee. 

Thou must do that which men — ay, valiant men,— 
Houriy submit to do ; in the prouq court. 
And in the stately camp, and at the bo^rd 
Of midnight revellers, whose flushM mirth is alt 
A strife, won hardly. — ^Where is he, whose heart 
Lies bare, through all its foldings, to the gaze 
Of mortal eye ?— If vengeance wait the foe. 
Or fete th' oppressor, 'tis in depths cooceal*d 
Beneath a smiling surfece.->Youth ! I say 
Kmp thy soul dmm !— Put on a mask ! — W» worn 
Alike by power and weakness, and tfie smooth 
And specious intercourse of life requires 
Its aicj in every scene. 

Rmknond. Away, dissembler ? 

Life hath its high and its u^oble tasks, 
Fitted to every nature. Will the free 
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And ro^l eagle stoop to learn the arts 

By which the serpent wins his spell-boaod prey ? 

It is because I toiU not clothe myself 

la a vile garb of <^ward semblancfs^. 

That now, e'en noWj I straggle with my heart, 

To bid what most I love a \me farewell. 

And se^k my country on some distant shore, ~ 

Wher^ such things afe unknown ! 

Procida (fixuHingh/). Why, this is joy ! 

After a long conflict with the doubls and fears, 
And the poor subtleties of meaner minds. 
To meet a spin't, whose bold elastic wing 
Oppression,hath not crush'd. — High-hearted youth ! 
Thy father, should his footsteps e'er again 
Visit these shores — • 

Raimond. My father ! what of him ? 

Speak ! was he known to thee ? 

Prdcida. In distant lands 

With him Pvc traversed many a wild, and look*d 
Oh many a danger^ and the thought that thou 
Wert smiling then in peace, a happy boy, 
Oft through the storm hath cheerM him. 

Raimond. Dost thou deem 

That still he lives ?--0h ! if it be in chains, 
Ifi wo, in poverty's oliscurest celt, 
Say but be lives — and I will track his steps 
E'en to earth's vei^ ! 

Procida. It may be that he lives : , 

Though long his name hath ceased to be a word 
Familiar in man's dwellings. Buti^s sound 
May yet be heard !~Raimond di Fcocida, 
— Kfemember^t thou thy father? 

Raimond. Frorti my mind 

His form hath (aded long, for years have pass'd 
Since he went forth to ^xilo : but a vague. 
Yet powerful, image of deep majesty. 
Still dimly ^thering round each thought of him. 
Doth clmim mstinctive reverence ; and my love 
For his inspiiing name hath long become 
Part of my being. 

Procida. Raimond ! doth no voice 

Speak to thy soul, and tell thee whose the arms 
That would ^nfold thee now ?— My son ! my son ! 

9* 
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Rahnond. Father t— Oh God i^-rojr father ! N^v I know 
Why my heart ^irake before thee ! 

procida. - Oh ! tUis hour 

Makes hope, reality, forthov art all \ 
My dreams had pictared 4iee ! 

Ramoni, Yet why so kxig. 

E'en as a stranger, hast thou onwiM mjr paths. 
One nameless and unknown ?-^and yet I felt 
Each pulse within me thrilling to thy voice. ' ' 

Proeida. Because I would not link -^y fate with mine, 
Till I could hail the day-spring of that hope 
Which now is gathering round us. — 'Listen, vouth ! - 
Thou hast told me of a subdtt^,«nd scom'd, 
Aod trampled land, whose very soul is bow*d 
And fashion'd to her chains ^^but /tell thee 
Of a most genei-ous and devoted land, 
A land of kindKng energies ; a land 
( )f glorious recollections ! — ^proudly true 
To the high memory of her ancient kings. 
And rising, in majestic scorn^ to cast 
Her alien bondage oflf! 

Raitnond. And where is this ? 

proeida. Here, in our isle, our, own fair Sicily I 
Her spirit is awake, and moving on. 
In its deep silence mightier, to regain 
Her place amongst the nations ; and the hour 
Of that tremendous effort is at hand. 

Raimond. Can it be thus indeed ?— -Thou pour'st new Ijfe 
Through all my burning veins ! — ^I am as one 
Awakening from a chill and death-like :sleep 
To the full glorious day. 

Proeida, Thou shalt hear more ! 

Thou shalt hear things which would,— <whi»ch U)i2Z arouse 
The proud, free spints of our ancestors 
E*en from their marble rest. Yet mark me well ! 
Be secret !-— for along my dei»(in'd path 
I yet must darkly move. — Now, follow me ; 
And join a band of men, in whose high hearts 
There lies a nation's strength. 

Raimond, " My nobl« father ! 

Thy words have given me all for which 1 pined — 
An aim, a hope, a purpose ! — Aod the blood 
Doth rush in warmer curivuts through mv veins. 
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As a bright fountain (rom its icy bonds 
By the quicic sun-&(roi(e freed. 

Procida. Ay, this is we! I! 

Such natures burst men^s c^ins I — Noiv, follow me. 

[Maemt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 

ScRNi 1 — ^artmeni in a Mnee. 

Eribirt, Constancs. 

Constance. Will you not hear roe ? — Oh ! that they who 
ne«;d 
Hourly forgiveness, they who do but live. 
While mercy's voice, beyond th* eternal stars. 
Wins the,^reat Judge to listen, diould be thus, 
In their vain exercise of pageant power. 
Hard and relentless I— Uentle brother, yet, 
^Tis in your choice to imitate that Heaven 
Whose noblest joy is pardon. 

Eribert. *Tis too late. 

You have a soft and mnving voice, which pleads 
With eloquent melody— but they must die. 

Constance. What, die I—for. words ?— for breath, which 
leaves no trace 
To sully the pure air, wherewith it blends, 
Knd is, being uitor'd, gone f— AVhy 'twere enough 
For such a venial fault, to be deprived 
One little day of nian^s free heritage. 
Heaven's warm and sunn^ light ! — Oh ! if you deem 
That evil barbpurs in their souls, at least 
Delav the stroke, till guilt made manifest, 
Shall bid stern Justice wake. 

Eribert f am not one 

Of those. weak spirits, that timorously |(eep watch 
For fair occasions, thence to borrow hues 
Of virtue for their deeds. My sqhool hath been 
Whole power siu crown'd and armM.^And, mark me, sis- 
ter! 
To a distrustful nature it might seem 
Strange, that your lips thus earnestly should plead 
For these Sicilian rebels. 0*«r m^ being 
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Suspicion holds no power. — And }yt take note. 

— I have said, and they must die. 

ConstaiMe. Have you np fear .^ 

Eribert. Of what .?— (hat heaven should fall f 
Constance. No ! — but that earth 

Should arm in madness. — Brother ? I have seeii 

Dark eyes bent on you, e*en Imidst festal throngs, 

Wite such deep hatred settted in then- glance, 

My heart hatli died within m^. 

Eribert Am I then 

To pause, and doubt, and slirink, because #girl, 

A dreaming girl, hath trembled at a look ? 

Constance. Oh ! looks are ho illusions, when the spnl. 

Which may not speak in words, can find no way 

But theirs, to liberty ! — How" not these men 

Brave sous, or noble brothers ? 

Eribert. Yea! whose name 

It rests with me to make a word of fear, 

A sound forbidden ^midst the haunts of men. ' 

Constance. But not forgotten I — Ali ! beware, beware i 
— Nay, look not sternly on me. — Tliere is cue 
Of that.ijevoled band, who yet will need 
Years to be ripe for death. — He is a youth, 
A very boy, on whose unshaded cheek 
The spring-time glow is lingering. *Twas but now 
His mother left me, with a timid hope 
Just dawning in her breast ; — and 1 — 1 dared 
To foster its faint spark.— You smile .' — Oh !'{hen 
He will be saved ! 

Eribert. Nay, I but smiled to think 

What a fond fpol is hope ! — She may be taught 
To deem that the great sun will clmnge his course 
To work her pleasure ; or the tomb ^ve back 
Its inmates to ner arms. — In sooth, 'tis strange ! 
Yet, with vour pitying heart, you should not thus 
Have mock*d the boy's sad mother— I have said, 
You should not thus have mocked her!— -Now, farewell. 

[Exit Eribkbt. 

Constance. Oh, brother ! hard of heart !^for deeds like 
these 
There must be fearful chastening, ifoo high 
Justice doth bold her state. — And I mast tell 
Yon desolate mother that her fair young son 
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U thus to perish !— Htpljr the dread (ale 

May slaj ner too ;— forheayea is neiciAil. 

~*TfvilI be a bitter task ! [ExU ContTANCf • 

Senm n.— ^ ruined Totoer, surrminded by Woodt, 

PbOCIDA.' VlTTOKIA. 

Procida. Thy vassals are prepared then f 

Fittotia. Tes, they v^ait 

Thy sonimons to'tbeir (ask. 

Procida, : Keep the flame bright, ^ 

But bidden, tijl this hoar.— Wouldst thoa dare, lady. 
To ioin our cooiicits at the nif Kt^s roid-watdir 
In the lone oavem by the rockrhewn cross f 

FU^9via. \V|ut should I shrink (iw» t 
Procida, Oh t the forest paths 

AsediM and wild, e^ wiien «be SHnthip* streams 
Through (heir high arches: Jmt wbea paweifiil night 
Comes, with her ckmdy phantonns, and ner pale 
Uncertain mosMhcainlj, and the hollow somms' 
Of her mysterious winds ; their aspect t^ 
Is of anomer ana more fearful world ; 
A reahn of indistinct and shadowy formSt 
Wakem'ng strange thoughts, almbst ttjooraoh Ibrthis, 
Our frail lairestiial aatcire. 

rutoria. Well I know 

All this, and more. Such scenes have t>een th* abodes 
Where thioo^ the silence of my soul hare pass'd 
Voices, and visions from the sphere of those 
That have to die no more !— Ntey, doubt it not ? 
If such unearthly intercourse hath e'er 
Been granted to our nature, His to hearts 
Whole love is with the dead. They, they aloae, 
Unmadden'd could sustain the ^Barful ioy 
And gloijr of its trances !— at the hour 
Whioi makes guilt tremulous, and peoples earth 
And air with iniSnite, f iewless rmiltttddes, 
I wQl be with thee, Frocida. 

Procida. Thy presence 

Will kindly nobler thoughts, and, in4he suula 
Of suffering and indignant men, aro«ise 
That which may strengthen our majestic cause 
With yet a deeper power,— Kiif>w*8t thou the S|)Ot ? 
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ViHorin. Fall wefl. There is no scene so wild and lone 
In these dim woods, bat I hare visited 
Its tangled shades. 

Procida, At midnight then we fneet. 

[Exit Procida. 

FiUoria, Why should I fear ?•— Thou wilt be with me, 
thou, 
Th' immortal dream and shadow of my soul, 
Spirit of him I love ! that meetSt me still . ^ 

In loneliness and silence ; in the noon 
Of the wild night, and in the forest-depths. 
Known but lo me; for whom thou giv'st the Winds 
And sighinp: leaves a cadence of thy voice. 
Till my heart faints with that o*crthrilling joy ! 
— Thoa wilt be with me there, and lend my lips 
Words, fiery words, to flash dark cheeks with shame, 
That thou art unavenged ! lExif Yittoria. 

SciNEin.— ,^ Chc^l^ with a McnumeiU^ en which is laid 
a Sward.-^Mo(nUigM. 

Procida. Raimoro. Montalra. 

Monialba. And know you not my story ? 

Procida, In the lands 

Where I have been a wanderer, your deep wrongs 
Were numbered with our counUy^s ; but their tale 
Came onW in faint echoes to mine ear. 
I would rain hear it now. 

Jiionialba. Hark ! while you spoke. 

There was a voice, like mCirmur in the breeze, . 
Which ev*n like death came o*er me : — *twas a nig^t 
Like this, of clouds contending with the mOon, 
A night of sweeping winds, of rustling leaves. 
And swift wild shadows floating o^er th^ earth. 
Clothed with a phantom- life; wheii, after yekrs 
Of battle and captivity, I spurred 
My good steed homeifards. — Oh ! what lovely dreams 
Rose on my spirit I — There were tears and smiles. 
But all of joy .'—And there were bounding steps, 
And clinging arms, whose pas^jionate clasp of love 
Doth twine so fondly roMna the warrior^s neck. 
When his plumed helm ia dofl'^d. — Hence, feeble thoughts ! 
— I am sterner now, yet once such dreams were mine ! 

Raimond. And were theyjrealixM ? 
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Montalba. Yoath • Ask me not. 

But listen !— •! drew near my own fair home ; 
There was DO light ftloDg its walls, uo sound 
Of bugle pealing' from the watch-tower's height 
At my approach, alltioagh my trampling steed 
Made the earth rin.:; ; yet the wide gates were thrown 
All opeo.^Tben my heart misgaye me first, 
And on the threshold of my silent hall 
I paused a moment, and the wind swept bv 
With the ^ame-deep and dirge- like tone which pierced 
My soqI e*en u(*v. — IcallM-^my struggling voice 
Gave utterance to my wife's, my children's, names i 
They answer'd not— I roused my failing strength. 
And wildly rush'd within-r-And they were there. 

Raimond. And was all well ! 

M(mtglba. Ay, well !— for death is well. 

And they were all at rest !— I see them yet. 
Pale in their innocent beauty, which had fail'd 
To stay th' assassin's arm ! 

Raimond, Oh, righteous Heaven ! 

Who had ddoe this ? 

Montalba. Who! 

Proeida. Canst thou question, who ? 

Whom hath the earth to perpetrate such deeds. 
In the cold-blooded revelry of crime. 
But those whose yoke is on us ? 

Rahnond. Man of wo ! 

What words hath pity for despair like thine ? 

MowUdba. Pity !•— fond youth^^— My sool ^disdains the 
grief 
Which doth unbosom its deep secrecies. 
To ask a vain compankxisfaip of tears, 
And so to be relieved ! ; 

Proeida. For woes like these. 

There is no sympathy but vengeance. 

Mantalba, None I 

T'berefore 1 brought you hither, thaCyour heartf 
Might catch the spirit of the scene !— Look round ! 
We aro in the awful presence of the dead ; 
Within yon tomb they sleep, wliosc gentle blood 
"VVeiijhs down the murderer's soul.— 2Vi«y sleep !— bat 1 
Am wakeful o'tr their dust l—^ laid toy sword, 
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'Without its sbeafk, ob their sepulchral stobe, 

As 00 an altar; aiid tV atemn stars, 

And heaven, aud aigfat, bora witness to tey vow, 

No mote to wi^ it save in one great caitse^ 

The vengeance bf the grave!— And now the hour 

Of that Ktoocineiit comesl 

[He takes the twordfromihe Umb. 

Raimand, My spirit bums ! 

And my fiiU heart almost to bursting swells. 
—Oh ! ibt the day of battle! 

Prodda, Raimond^they 

Whose souls am daric with gnihliess blood must die ; 
—But not in battle. 

Haiaumd. How, |ny father? 

Prodda,, No! 

Look on that sepulchre^ and it will ^ach 
Another lesson.~*Bnt th* afipoiuted hour 
Advances.— Thou witt join our chosen baud, 
. Noble Mootalba f 

Monta^, lieatve me for a time. 

That I may cabn my soul by intercourse 
With the still dead, befiM I mix with men. 
And with their passions. I have nursed for years 
In sitettce^ to solitude, the flame ' 

Which doth conSutne me : and it is not used 
Thus to be look'd or brafiOkM on.— Procida !. 
I WQuld be tranquil— or appear so^-«ie 
Ijoin ybur brave conlederat^ ThiDugh my heart 
There struck a pang^-^but it will soon have pessU 

n**^*^? Remember !— in the cavern by the cfces. 
rrow, K>II6w me, my son. [Exeunt IPaocida and IUimono. 

" myem ^"-Now. wl^ sh^Td this man's ik * 

Uo down in hope, thus resting on a son, 
And I be desolate ?— How strange a sound 
Was that— ««inv wm.*^— I had a boy, who might 
Have noTTk as free a soul upon bis brow 
As doUi this youth.— Why should the thought of k^ 
Tfcus haunt jneF-whenl tread the peopledwrn 
Of l«e again, I shall be pass'd each W ^ 
By fiithen with their chddnm, and I must 
Ifm calmly to k»k on.— Methmks Hwero now 
4.?!?^ consolation to behold 

' I u I am I— But away, 
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VaJD thoughts !— One task is left for blighted hearts, 
Anditshdlbefttlfiird. lExif Mqktalba. 

SciNi IV. — Entrance af d Cave^ surrounded by Rocks and 
ForttU. A rutU Cross seen among the Kocks, ^ 

Procida. Raimond. 

Procida. And it is thus, beneath the solemn skies 
or midnight) and in solitarjr caves, 
Where the wild jbrest- creatures make their lair, — . 
Is 't thus the chiefs of Sicily must hold 
The coqncild of their couiUry? ' 

Rttimoud, Why. such scenes 

In their primev^ maiesty, beheld 
Thus by faint starlight, and the partial glare 
Of die red-streaming lava, will inspire 
Far deeper thoughts than pillarM halls, wherein 
Statesmen hold weary vigils. — Are we not / 
0*ershadQw'd by that Eliia, which of old 
With its dread prophecies, hath struck dismay 
Through tyrants* hearts,' and bade them seek a home 
la other climes ? — Hark .' from its depths e*en now 
What hollow moans are sent ! 

Enter Montalba, GuiD0,'ami other Sicilians. 

Procida, Welcome, my brave associates ! — ^We can shane 
The woirs wild freedom We J — Th' oppressor's haunt 
Is not 'midst rocks and cayeS. 'Are we &I1 met? 

$ieiUans. All, all ! 

Procida. The torch-light, swayM by every gust. 
But dimly shows your f<^atures. — Where is he 
l¥bo from bis battlesliad returned to breathe 
Once more, without a corslet, aand to meet 
The voices, and the footsteps, and the smiles. 
Bleat with bis dreams of home? — ^Of that dark tale 
The r^st is known to vengeance !— ^Art thou here. 
With thy deisp wrongt and resolute despair, 
Childless Montalba? 

Montalba (advancing). He h at thy ^de. 
Call on that desolate father, in th«^ hour 
When his reKoogeis aigh. . 

Procida. ThOO, too, eome foi?lh. 

From thipe own halls an exile .'—Dost thou make 
The mouptain-fastiifsses thy dwelling still, 
WbileiiosCile banners, oVr thy tamp&il walls, 
iVava their prood blazonry ? 

10 
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First Sidlian. Even so. I stood 

Last night before my own ancestral towers 
An unknown outcasti while the tempest beat 
On my bare head— what reck'd it?— -There was joy 
Within, and reveliy; the festive lamps ^ 
Were ^streaming from each turret, and gay floogs, 
r th' stranger's tongue, made mirth. They litue deemed 
Who heard their melodies !— bat there are thoughts 
Best nurtured in the wild ; there are dread vows 
Known to the mountain-echoes. — Procida ! 
Call on the outcast when revenge is nigh. 

Procida, I khew a young Sitilian, one whose heart- 
Should be all fire. On that most guilty day,. 
When, with our martyred Conradin, the flower 
Of the land's knighthood perish'd ; he, of whom 
J speak, a weeping boy, whose innocent tears 
Melted a thousand hearts that dared not aid, 
Stood by the scaflbid, with extended arms. 
Calling upon his father, whose last look 
TumM full on him its partii^ agony* 
The father's blood gnsb'd o'er him !-J-and the boy 
Then dried his tears, and, with a kindling eye. 
And a proud flush en his youAg cheek, look'd up 
To the oright heaven.^-I>oth he remember still 
That bitter hour? 

SecoTtd Sicilian, He bears a sheathless sword * 

— Call on the orphan when revenge is nigh. 

Procida. Our band shows gallantly — but there are men 
Who should be with us now, had they not dared 
In some wild moment of festivity 
To give their fuH hearts way« and breathe a wish 
For freedom !— and some traitor— Ht might be 
A breeze perchance^-bore the forbidden souud 
To Eribert :— so they must die — unless 
Fate (who at times is wayward) should select 
Some other victim first !— Bat hai^e they not 
Brothers or sons among us ? < 

Guido. .Look on me ! 

I have a brother, a yOung high-soul'd bpy, 
And beautiful as a sculptor's dream, with brow 
That Wears, amidst its dark rich curls, the stamp 
Of inliorn nobleness« 16 truth, he is 
A glorious creature !— But his doom is seal'd 
With their'K of whom you spoke ; and I have knelt — 
— Ay, scorn me not ! 'twas for his life — 1 kubit 
E>n at the viceroy's feet, and he put on 
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That heartless laugh pf cold malignity 
We know so wellj and spurned me. — But the Stain 
Of shame like this, takes blood to wash it off, 
And thus it shall be cancel Pd I-r-Cali on me. 
When the stem moment of revenge is nigh. 

Proctda. I call upon thee now! The land's high soul 
Is roused, and movioK onward, like a breeze 
Or a fwift sunbeam, kipdling nature^s hues 
To deeper life before it. In his chains. 
The peasant dreamt M freedom !-~-Ay,,'ti8 thus 
Oppipession ftinsth^ imperishable flame 
With most unconscious hands. — No praise be her> 
For what she blindly works ! — When slavery's cup 
O'erflows its bounds the creeping poison, meant 
lb dull our senses^ through each burning vein 
Pours fever, lending a delirious strerigth 
To burst man*s fetters—and they MfluJE be burst ! ^ ' 

I have hoped, when hope seemed frenzy ; but a power 
Abides in human 'Will, when bent with strong 
Unswerving energy, on one great aim, 
To make and rule its fortunes !— I have been 
A wanderer in the^loess of my years, 
A restless pilgrim of the earth and seps. 
Gathering^ the generous thoughts of other lands, 
To aid our holy cause.. And aid is near : 
Bat we must give the signal. Now, before 
The majesty of yon pure Heaven^ whose eye 
Is on pur hearts, whose righteous arm befriends 
The arm that strikes for freedom ; speak I decree 
The fate of our oppressors. 

Montalbn. • . Let tHem fall 

When dreaming least of peril !*— Whftn the heart, 
Bajricing in sunny pleasure, doth forget , ^ 
That hate may smile, but sleeps not — Hid^ the sword 
With a thick veil 6f myrtle, and in halls 
Of banqueting, where the full^ine-cup shines 
Red in the festal torch-light ; meet we there. 
And bid them welcome to the feast of death. 

procida. Thy noice is low and broken, find thy words 
Scarce meet our ears. 

MonUilba. Why, then, I thu^ repeat . 

Their import. Let th* avenging sword burst forth 
In some free festal hour, and we i6 him 
Who first Shall spa re,' 

Raimand. Must innocence afnd guilt 

Parish alike ? 
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MotLtalba. Who talks of innocence ? 

'WheD hath their hand beien stay'd for innoceiice ? 
Let them all {jerish !— Heaven will choose its own. 
Why should ttuir children Ihre?— The earthquake whelms 
Its undistinguishM thousands, making graves 
Of peopled cities in its patb---and this 
Is Heaven^s dread justice— ay, and it is well ! 
Why tlnn should toe be tender, when the skies 
Deal thus with man f— What, if the infont bleed ? 
Is there not power to hush the mother's poon? 
What, if the youthful bride perchance sooiild /all 
Id her triumphant beauty ?— Should we pause ? 
As if death werb not mercy to the pai^ 
Which make oar lives ibe records of our ibesf 
Let theiri all perish !— And if tme be found 
Amidst oor band, to stay th* avenging steel 
For pi^, or remorse, or boyish love. 
Then be hn doom as theirs! rA jNRiit. 

Whygazijretlwal 
Brethren, what means your silence ! 

SieilianB, Be it so! 

If one amon^us stay th* avenginr steel ' 

For love or pity, be his dooi^ as theira ! 
Pledge we. our faith t6 this ! 

Baitnond (rushing f award indignantly)* Oar faith 

to this I 
No! I bni dreamt I heard it;— Can it be? 
My coontrvmem^ tnv father !— Is it thus 
That freedom should be won ? — Awake ! Awake 
To loftier thoughts ! — Lift up, exultingly. 
On the crown'd heights, ana to the sweeping winds 
Your glorious banner !t— liCt your trumpet's l>la8t 
Make the tombs thrill with echoes ! Call aloud. 
Proclaim from all your hills, the land shall bear 
The stran|^er*s yoke no longer ! — What is he 
Who* carries on his practisM lip a 'stnWe, 
Beneath his vest a dagger, which but waits 
Till the heart bounds with joy, to still its beatings? 
That which our nature's instinct doth recoil from, 
And our blood curdle at — Ay, yours and mine — 
A murderer!— Heftrd ye? — Shall that name with durs* 
Go down to after days ? — Oh, friends ! a cans* 
Like that for which we rise, hath made br%ht names 
Of the elder time as rallying-words to men., 
Sounds full of might and immor tality ! 
\nd shall not ours be such ? 
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Monialha. Foud dreamer, peace f 

Fame I What is fame ?— Will our unconscious dust 
Start into thrilling rapture troni the grive, 
At the vain breath of praise ?— I tell ye, youth, 
Our souls are parch'd with agonizing thirsi. 
Which must be queoch'd though death were in the draught : 
We must have vengeance, for our foes have left 
No Other joy ynblighted. . 

proeiid, . Oh ! my son, 

The time is past for such^ high dreams as thine> 
Thou kDdw*st not whom we deal with. Kaightly faith, 
And chivalrous honour, are but things whereon 
They cast disdaiofiil pity. Wcmuitnieet 
Falsehood with wiles, and insult with revenge. 
And, for our names— whatever the deeds, by which 
We burst our bondage — is it not enough 
That in the chronicle of days to come, " 
We, through a bright 'For Evet-,' shall be callM 
The men who saved iheir country ? 

RaimoTiS. . Many a land 

Halh bow'd benea^i the yoke, and then arisen. 
As a strong lion rending silken bunds. 
And on the open field, before high^ Heaven, • 
WontuKih noajestic vengeance, as hath made 
Its name a power on earth. — ^Ay, natiQns own 
It is enough of a;lory to be calPd 
The chifd>en of the mighty, who redeera'd 
Their native soil-^but not by means like ihese. 

MoAtdlba I have no children.— Of Montafba*s blood 
Not one red drop doth circle through the veins 
Of aught that breathes ^ — Why, what have /to do 
With for futurity ?— My spirit lives- 
But in' the past. — Away^! when tjiou dost stand 
On thb fair earth, as doth a blasted tre^ 
Which the warm-sun revives not, then return, 
Strong in thy desolation ; but till then* 
Thou art not for oui" purpose ; we have need 
Of more unshrinking hearts. 

Rainumd. Montalbn, know, 

1 shrink from crime alone. Oh ! if my voice ^ 

Might yet have power among you, I would say, 
Associates, leaders, be avenged ! but yet 
As knights, as warriors ! - - • 

Monialha. Peace ! have we not borne 

Th' indelible taint of contamedy and chains ? 
10* 
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Wc are not knights and warriors. — Oar bright cre.sis 
Have been defiled and trampled to the earth. 
Boy ! we ar6 slaves— and our revenge shall be ^ 
D^ep as a slave's disgrace. 

Raimond, Why, then fareweU : 

I leave you to your counsels. He (hat still 
Would hold his lofty nature pndebased. 
And his name pure, were but a loiterer here. 

Procida. And is it thus indeed ?— dost ihou forsake , 
Our cause, my son ! 

RaUmond. Oh, father ! wh^t proud hopes 

This hour hath blighted 1— yet, whatever betide 
It is a noble privilege to look up ' 
Fearless in heaven's bright face— -and this is mine. 
And shall b« still.— [£a»« Raimokd. 

Procida, He's gon* !— Wh^, let It be f 

I trust our Sicily hath many a son 
Valiant as mine«— Associates ! — ^'tis decreed 
Our foes shall perish. — We have but to name 
The hour, the scene, the signal. 

Monialba. It should be 

In the full city, when some festival ^ 

Hath ^thered thrangs, arid luHM infatuate hearts 
To brief security. Hark ! is there not 
A sound of hurrying footsteps on the breeze ? 
We are betray'i— Who art thou ? 

YiTToRiA enfert. 

Proeida. One alone 

Should be thus daring. Lady, lift the veil . 

That shades thy noble brow. 
CSAe raiset fier vet7, the Sicilians draw back with respect.) 
Sicilians. Th' affianced bride 

Of our lost king ! 

Proeida. And more, Montalba ; know 

Within this form there dwells a soul as high 
As warriors in their battles e*er have proved, 
<Or patriots on the spafibld. 

yUtoria, YaKantmea! 

1 come to ask your aid. Ton see me, one 
Wltose widow*d youth hath all been censecrtte 
To a proud sorrow, and whose life is'held 
In token and memorial of the dead^ 
S^jj is it meet that, lirfgerhig thus on earth, 
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But to behold one great atonement made, 

And keep one name from fading ih men^s hearts, 

A tyrant's will should foroe me to profane 

Heaven's altar with unhallow'd vow^— and live 

S(ung by the keen unutterable scorn 

Of my own bo8om« lire^^another's bride ? 

Sicilians. Never, oh, never !*~^ear not, noble lady ! 
Worthy of Conradin ! 

Viitoria. Yet hear me still. 

His bride, that Eiibert'S, who notes our tears 
With his insulting eye of cold derfeioQi 
And, could be pierce the depths where feeling woilrs, 
Would number e*en our agooieft as crimes. 
—Say, is this meet ? 

Guido. We deem'd these nuptials, lady, 

Thy willing choite ; but 'tis a joy to find 
Thou art nobld still. Fear not ; by all oar wrongs 
This shall not be. 

Procida. Vittoria, thou art come 
^ To ask our aid, but we have need of thine. 
Know, the completion of our high designs 
Requires — a festival ; and it must be 
Thy bridal! 

Viitoria. Frocida ! 

Procidg,. Nay^ start not thus. 

'Tis no hard task to bind your raven hair 
With festal garlands, and to bid the song 
Rise, aqd the wine-cup mantle. No — nor yet 
To meet your suitor at the glittering shrine, 
Where deathy nbt love, awaits him ! 

Vittoria. Can ^y soot 

Dissemble thus .' 

PfUcida. I We have no other means. 

Of winning our gr^at birthright back fiiym those 
Who have usurp'd it, than so lulling them 
Into vain confidence, that they may deem 
All wrongs forgot ; and this may best be done 
By what I asV of thee. r 

MoiUalba. Then will we mix 

With the flashed revellers, makSi^ their gay feast 
The harvest 6f the grave. 

VUtoria. A bridal day.' 

—Most it be 80?— Then, chiefe of Sicily, 
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I bid you^to my nuptials ! but be there 

With your Jbright swords unsheath'd, for thus alone 

My guests should be adorn'd. 

Procida. < And let thy banquet 

Be soon 'announced, for there are noble men 
Sentenced to die, for w^om we fain would purchase 
Reprieve with other blood. 

Vittoria. Be it then the day 

Preceding that appointed for their doom. 

Guido. . My brother, thou shalt live !— Oppression boasts 
No gift of prophecy ! — It but remains 
To name our signal, chiefs ! 

Montdlba. The Vesper-bell. 

Procida. Even so, the Vesper-bell, whose deep-tpned peal 
Is heard o'er land and wave. , Part of our band. 
Wearing the guise of antic revelry. 
Shall enter, as in some fantastic pageant, 
The halls of Eribert; and at the hour . 
Devoted to the sword^s tremendous task, 
I fbllow with the rest.—The Vesper-bell ! 
That sound shall wake th* avenger ; for 'tis come, 
This time when ixmer is in a voice, a breath. 
To burst the spell which bound us. But the night 
Is waning, with her starsj which, one by one. 
Warn 08 to part- Friends, to your homes .'—your homes ? 
ThM name is yet to win.'— Away, prepare 
For our next meeting in Palermo^ walls. 
The Vesper-bell ! nemember ! - , 

Sieilians. Fear us not 

The Vesperibeil ! [Exeunt ornnes. 

INX> OF ACT TBB SECOND. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

ScKNS h^-Apartmeni m d Palace.* 

t Eribiht. Vittoria. 

Vittoria. Speak not of love^ — it is a word with deep. 
Strange magic in its melancholy sound. 
To sanunon up the dead v ^nd they shoold rest. 
At such an hour, forgotten. There are things . 
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We must throw froodos, When the heart would gather 
Streng^ to fulfil its settled nurposes : 
Therefore, no more of. love :— mt, if to robe 
This form in bridal ornaments, to smile, , 

(I can smile yet,) at thy gay ^st, and stand 
At th* altar fey thy side ; if this foe d^em'd 
Enough, it shall be done. 

Erib^t " Myfortune^sstar 

Doth rule the* ascendant stUI I (4;0ttr<.)-^If aot of. kre, 
Then ^rdon , lady, that I speak of joy, 
And with exulting heart-— ^ 

Fitioria. There t5 no joy ! 

~ Who shall look through the far futuriQr, 
And, as the shadowy Visions of events 
Devielojie on his, gaze, V^dst their dim (hroog, 
Dare with oracdlarmien, to point, and say, 
•• Th^s will bring happineBs ?♦*— Who shall do this ? 
—Who, thou and I, and all .'—There's Ode, wba^td 
In his own bright tranquillity enthroned, 
High o'er all storms, and looking far beyond 
Their thickest clouds ; but we, fraim ^vliose <kill,ey«< 
A grain of dust hides the great sun, e'en wt 
Usurp hfs attributes^ and talk, as seen. 
Of future joy and grief ! 

Eiribert. Thy words are strange. 

Vet will I hope that peace at Iragtb shall selUe 
Upon thy troubled heart, and add soft grace 
To thy majestic beauty. — Fa|r Vittoria t, 
Oh ! if my cares 

Vitioria. I know a day shall come 

Of peace to all . Ev'n from my darken'a Spirit 
&)()n shall each restless wish be exorcised. 
Which haunts it now, and I shall then lie down. 
Serenely to repose. Of Has no more. 
*-rI have a boon to ask. • , 

Efibert, . Command my power. 

And deem it thus most bonour.'d. 

Vittoria. . Have 1 then 

Soar'd such, an eagle pitch, as to comitaand - 
The mighty Eribert r— And yet His toieet ; 
For I betbmk me now, I should have worn 
A crown upon this forehead. — Generous lord J - 
Since thus yod give mc freedom, know, there is 
An hour I have loved from childhood, and a sound 
Whose tones, o^^r and earth and ocean sweetly , bearing 
A sense of deep repose, have luH'd me ofi 
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To peace— which is foige^uloess : I mean 
The Vesper-bell. 1 prar you, let it be 
The summons to our briaaf— Hear you not ? 
To our fair bridal ! 

Eriberi. Lady, let your will 

Appoint each circumstance. I am but tbo bless'd 
Proving my homage thus. ' 

Fittoria. Why, then, 'tis mine . . 

To rule the. glorious fortunes of the day. 
And 1 may m content. Yet much remains 
For thooght to brood on, and 1 would be left 
Alone with my resolves. KindEribert! ^ 
O^hom I command so absolutely,) now 
Part we a few brief hours ; and doubt not, when 
I am at thy side once more, but I shall stand 
Tbeie—tothelart. 

JEribert. Tour sihiles are troubled, lady ; 

May ther eie long be brighter !— Time will seem 
Slow till the Vesperrbell. 

Vtttoria. 'Tis lovers'^phrase 

To sa:|r— Time lags ; and therefore meet for you : ' 
But with an equafpaoe the hours move on. 
Whether they bear, on their jwift silent wing, 
Pleasure or— fate. 

Erihtrt. Be not so foil of thought 

On such a day.— Behold, the skies themselves 
Look on my joy with a triumphant smile, 
Unshadow'dby a cloud. . 

Fittoria. ^Tis veify meet 

That H^ven (which loves the just) should wear a smile . 
In honour of his fortunes.— Now, my tord, 
Forgive me if I say, farewell, until 
Th* appointed hour. 

Eriberi. Lady, a brief fiirewell. 

[Ex$wU sqMutUely, 

ScBNB U.— 7%e Sta.sW«. 

PaociDA. Raimono. , 

Proddd. And dost thou still refhse to share the glory 
Of this, our daring enterprise? 

Raknond. Oh, father! 

I too have dreamt of gbry,'and the word -" 

Hath to my soul been as a trumpet^s voice, 



i 
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Makinc my future tleeplesa<*-^Bat the deeds 
Wiwieby Was woh, the hiffh exploits, whose tale 
Bids the heart bum, were m another cast ^ 
Than such as thou requirest 

Pro^da, > Every deed 

Hath sanctity, if bearing for its aim 
The Freedom of our coantrjr; and the sword 
Alike is honoured in the patriot's hand, > 
Searching, 'midst warrior-hosts, the heart which g^ve 
Oppression birth ; or flashing through the eloom 
Of the still chamber, o*er its troubled couch. 
At dead of night . 

Rabnond (turning away). There is no path but one 
For noble natures. 

Prodda. Wouldst thou ask the man 

Who to the earth hath dash'd a nation's chains, 
Bent as with Heaven's own lightning, by what tniona 
The glorious en^ was won?---Go, swell th' acclaim ! 
Bid thd deliverer, hail I and if his path 
To that most bright and sovereign destiny 
Hath led o'er trampled thousands, be it caird 
A ^lem necessity, and not a crime ! 

Raimond. Father I my soul yet kindles at the thought 
Of nobler lessons, in my bOThood leam'd 
,Ev»n from % voice.— The high remembrances 
Of other days are stirring in the heart 
Where thou didst plant them ; and they siieak of men 
Who needed no vain sophistry to gild 
Acts, that would bear Heaven's light.— And such be mine : 

Oh, &ther I is it yet too late to draw 

The praise kxid blessing of all Valiant hearts 

On our most righteous cause ? 
Proeida, What wouldst thou do?. 

Raimond. I would go forth, ^nd rouse th' indignant land 

Tb generous combat. Whv should Freedom strike 
iMantled with darkness ?— Is there not more strength 

ITen in the waving of her single arm 

Than hosts can wield against her ?— I would rouse 

That spirit, whose fire doth press resistless on 

To its proud sphere, the stormy field of fight i 
Proeida, Ay 1 and give time and warning to the foe 

To gather all his might' !— It m too late. 

There is a work to be this eve beeun, 

When rings the'Vesper-bell ; and, long^fore 

To-morrow's «m hath reach'd i' th' noonday heaven 
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His throiM of bumiog gloiy, «veiy sound 

Of the Pioyea^al tongue within our walls, 

As by one thunderstroke— ;(you are pale, my sod)— 

Shall b(e for ever sflenced. ( 

Raimond. ,\, ■ W^at ! such pounds 

As falter on the lip of iufancjr 
In its imperfect utterance ? or are breathed 
'By the fond mother, as she lulls her babe ? 
Or in sweet hymns, upon (he twilight air 
PourM by the timid maid ? — Must aU alike 
Be still'd in death; and wouldstthou tell my heart 
There is no crime in this ? 

Procida. Since thou dost feel 

Such horror of our Dnr(A>se, in tliy po^er 
Are means iha| mignt avert it. 

Raimond, Speak ! Ob speak .' , 

Procida. How would those rescued thousands bless thy 



uaiuc, 

Shouldst thou betray us ! 

Raimond. Father I I can bear— - 

Ay, proudly woo — the keenest questioning 
Ot thy souUgifled eye ; which almost seems 
Toclaima part 'of Heaven's dread royalty, 
—The power that searches thought ! 

Procida {after a pause^.) Thou bast a brow 

Clear as the day — and yet J doubt thee, Raimond ! 
Whether It be that I have leamM distrust 
From a long look through man's deep- folded heart ; 
Whether my paths have been so seldom crossed - 
By honour and fair mercy, that they fieera 
But beautiful deceptions, meeting thus 
Mv unaccustomM gaze ;— howe'er it be — 
1 doubt thee .'—See tliou waver not — take heed 
Time liftis the veil froip all things ! [Exii Procipa. 

Raimond. ^ And*tisthus 

Youth f^s from oS our Ispirit; and the robes 
Of beauty and of majesty, wherewith 
We clothed our idols, drop I— Ofa ] bitter day, 
When, at the crushii^; of our gk>rious world. 
We start, and find men thus !— 'Vet be it so ! 
Is' not my soul still powerfiil, in itse^ 
To realize its dreams ? — Ay, shrinking not 
From the pure eye of Heaven, my brew may well • 
Undaunted meet my father's.— But, away ! 
Thou shalt be eaWd, sweet Constance !^Love is yet 
Mightier than vengeance. [Exit Baimo:(o. 
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ScntnUl.—GardMaof aPalaee. '^ 

CoNSTANCK, alone. 

Cdntiance. There was a time when my (hoyghts wonderM ^ 
not ' ^ 

Beyond the&e fairy scenes ! when, but to catch 
The languid fragrance of tl^e soatfaern breexe 
Fvofn tte rich-floweringf citrons, or to rest, 
D/eaming of satne wild ^end, in the shade i , 

Of the dark laorel-foliagj^as enough 
Of happiness. — How have these calm delights 
Fled nom befefe one pasinon, as- the dews, 
The delicate genys of morning, are exhaled 
By the great sun ! ^ 

(RAimond enters.) 

Raimond ! oh ! now thouUt come, 
I read it in thy look, to say farewell. 
For the last tiroe^the last i 

Rawlifind. ■ ,No, bestbelo^d! 

I come to tell thee there is now no (kower 
To part u9-7^ut in death. ^ ■ 

Constance. I have dreamt of joy. 

But never aught like this.— Speak yet again r 
Say, we shall part no more ! 

Raimond. . No more, if love 

Can strive with darler spirits, and he is strong 
In his immortal nature ! all is changed 
Since last we met. ' My father — keep the tale 
Secret from all, and' roost of all, my Constance, 
From Eribert — my father is returnM t 
I leave thee liot. 

Constance. Thy father * blessed sound .' 

Good angels be his guard !— Oh ! if he knew 
How my soul clings to thine, he could not hate 
Even a,Proveni?aI maid!— Thy father ! — now 
Thy soul' wiH be at peace, and I shall see 
The mnny ha ppiness of eatlier davs 
Look from thy bmw once moce ! — But how is this ? 
Thine eye reflects not the glad soul of ui>ne ; 
And in ihj look is that which ill befits 
A tale of joy. 

Ramond. A dream is on my soul. 

11 
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I see a stmnberer, crownM with Bowers, and smiling . 
As in delated visions, on the brink 
Of a dread cha^n ; artd this strange phantasy 
Hath cast so deep a shadow o'er my thoughts, 
I cannoi but be sad. 

Constance. Why, iet roe sane , 

One of the sweet wild strains you love so wdl. 
And this will banish it. 

Rainumd. It may not be. 

Oh ! gentle Constance, go not foiA to-day } 
Such dreams are ^minoQs. > 

Constance, Have yon then forgot 

W^ brother's nuptial feast ?-^I must be one . 
Of tiie gay train attending to the shrine 
His stately bride. In sooth, my step of joy 
Will jprint earth lightly now.— What fear^st thou, love ? 
Look all around ! Bie blue transparent -skies. 
And sun-beams pouring a more buoyant life 
Through each glad thrilling vein, will brightly chase 
All thought of evil. — Why, the very air 
Breathes of delight ! — Through all its glowing realms 
Doth music blend with fragi^nce, and e'en here 
The city's voice of jubilee is heard, " v ' 
Till each li^ht leaf seems trembling unto sounds 
of human joy ! , - 

Raimond. There lie far deeper ^pgs, — 
Things that may darken thought tor life, beneath 
That city's festive sembknce.-^I have pass'd ' 

Through the |;1ad multitudes, and I have mark'd 
A stern intellisence in meeting eyes^ . 
Which deem'otheir flash unnoticed, and a quick, , 
Suspicious vigilance, too intent to clothe 
Its mien with carele^ess ; and, now and then, 
- A hurrjing start, a whisper, or a haqd 
Pointing by stealth to some one, singled out 
Amidst the reckless throng. ' O'er all is spread 
A mantlii^ flush of revelry, which may hide 
Much from unpractised eyes ; bat ligher signs 
Have been prophetic oft. 

Qmstanee. I tremble !— Raipiond I 

What may these things portend ? 

Rainumd. It was a day 

Of festhral, like this \ the city sent 
Up through her sunny firmament a voice 
Joyous as now ; when, scarcely heralded 
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By one deep moan, forth from his cavernous depths 

The earthquake burst ; and die wide splendid scene 

Became one chaos of all fearful ihings, 

Till the brain whirl'd, partaking; the sick motion 

Of rocking palaces. ^ 

Constance. And then didst thou, 

My noble Raimond ! through the dreadful paths ' 
Laid open by destruction, past tbe chasms. 
Whose fethomless clefts, a moment's work, had given 
One burial unto thousands, rush to*save 
Thy trembling Constance ! she-who lives to bless 
Thy generous love, that still the breath of Heaven 
Wafts gladness to her soul ! 

RaniWKd, Heavea ! — Heaven is just ! 

And being so, must guard thee, sweet one; sdlL 
Trust none beside.— Oh I the omnipotent skies 
- Make their wrath manifest, but insidiotts moit 
Doth compass those he hates with sscrel snares, 
Wherein lies fate. Know, danger walks abroad^ 
filask'd as a reveller. Constaitf^i oh ! by aU 
Our tried aflbction, all the vows which bind 
Our hearts together, meet me in these bowers, . 
Here, I acKure thee, meet me, when the bell 
Doth souna/or vesper^prayer ! 

Constance. ' And know'st thou not 

*Twm be the bridal hour f 

Raimond. It will not, love ! 

That hour will bring no bridal !— Naught of this 
To human ear; but speed thou hither, fly. 
When evening briaes that signal. — ^Dust thou heed ? 
This is no meeting, by a lover soueht 
To bi'eathe fond Ules, and make the twilight groves 
And stars attest his vows ; deem thou not so, 
Therefore denying it !— I tell thee, Constance ! 
If ^ thou wouldst save me from such fierce despair 
As falls on man, beholdine; all he loves 
Perish before him, while bis strength can but 
Strive 'with his agony— thou *lt meet me then f 
Look on me, love i— I Am not oft so moved— 
Thou nt meet me? 

Constance. Oh ! what mean thy Words?— Tf then 
My steps are free,-— I will. Be thou but cabn. 

Raimond. Be eahn J^-there is a cold and suHeo calm. 
And, were my wild fears made- realities. 
It ibigfat be raise ; but, in diis dread sua^nse. 
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This conflict of aU terrible phaatMies, 
There is no calm. — Yet feai; thou not, deltr lore ! 
I will watch o*er thee Jtill. And now, farewell 
Until that hour ! 

Constance. My Raimond, fare thee well. [Sxeimi. 

SciNi iV.— iZoom m the CiUM. qf Pakrmo. 

Albcbti. Dc Couci. 

De CcucL Said'st thou this night f 

Alberti. This yeiy night— and lo t 

E*en now the sun declines. ' 

JDe Couci. What I -are they arm»d ? 

AlberH. All ami*d and strong in vengeunce and despair. 

DeCoucu Dotthtfiil and stiaiige the tale ! Why waa not this 
Reveal*d before f 

AlberH. Miitmitinenot, atrf lord ! 

That stem and jealoos Pracida bath kept 
O'er all my steps, (as though he did wasp^ei 
The purposes, which oft his eya hatb soi^ 
lb read m mina,)a watch so v^ilant, 
I knew not how to warn Ibee, &ough for this 
Alone I mingled with his bands, to leani 
Their projectaand their strength. Thou know'stn^ laith • 
To Anjou's house full well 

De Ccuci. How may we now 

Avert the ga^nng storm ?~The Ticetoy holds 
His bridal ^ast, and all is reveby. 
— ^*Twas a true-boding heaviaesa of heart 
Which kept toe frpm these nuptials. 

Alberti. Thioo thyself 

Mayst yet escape, and, haply of thy bands 
Rescue a part, ere long to wreak full vengeance ■ 
Upon these rebels. *Ti8 too4ate to dream 
Or saving Eribert E*en shouldst thou nvdi 
Before him with the tidings, in his pride 
And confidence of soul, he woolil but laugh 
Thy tale to sqom. , 

De Couci. He must not die unwara'd 

Thougrh ft be nit in rain. But thou, Ik Iberti, 
Rejoin thy commdes, lest thme sbsence wake 
Suuadon in their hearts.. Thou hast done wett» 
And shall not pass unguerdonM,. should I Kt» ^ 
Through the deep horrorsf of tV approadimg mghC. 
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Alherii. Noble de Couci, trust me still. Anion 
Commands no heart more faithful than Alberti*8. 

[ExUAlhtTiL 

J)t Caud. The gpxivellin; slave .'—And yet he spoke too 
tme! 
For Elribert, in blind elated joy, ^ 
Will scorn the warning voice. — The day wanes &st^ 
And throogh the city, recklessly dispersed, 
Unarm'd and unprepared, my soldiers r^vel. 
E'en on the brink of fate.-^I must away. [Exit De Couei. 

SctuRY.-^ABanptetingHall, 
Pro VKN9 AL NoBLss a«sem6^ 

Finf^TobU, Joy be to this fair meeting !~Who hath 
teen . ' • 

The Ticeroy's bcide f 

Second J^oble. I saw )|er, as she pass*d 

The gazing throngs assembled in the city. 
'Tis said she hath not left for years, till now. 
Her 9a8tle*8 wood-girt solitude. 'Twill gall 
These proud Sicilians, that her wide domains 
Should be the conqueror's guerdon. 

Third J>robl$. Twas their bOast . 

"With what fond faith she worshipped still the nwne 
Of the boy, Conradm. How will the slaves 
Btook this new triumph of their lords ? 

Seeond JVoble. In sooth 

It stings them to the q^ick. In the full streets 
They mix with our ProvensaJs, and assume 
A guise of ftiirth, but it 9its hardly on them. 
'Twere worth a thousand festivals, to see 
With what a bitter and unnatural effort 
They strive to smile ! ' 

Fir$t JSTobU, is this Vittoria fair f 

Second J^fobU, Of a most noble mien ; but yet her beauty 
Is wild and awful, and her .large dark eye, 
In its unsettled glanoes, hath strange p6wer. 
From which thou 'It shrink, as 1 did. 

Firtt JSTobU. Hush I they come. 

11* 
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Enter Eribrrt, Vittow a, Const anck^ and oihtrs. 

EHbert. Welcome, my noble friends! — iher^ must not 
lower 
One clouded brow to-day in Sicily ! 
Behold my bride .' 
' fAobUsi Receive our homage, lady ! 

Vittoria. T bid all welcome. May the feast we (^r 
Prove worthy of such guests ! v 

ErSberi, Look on her, friends I . 

And say, if that mystic brow is QOt 
Mtet for a diadem r 

Vittoria. ^ 'Tis well, my lord I 

When memory's pictures fade, 'tis kindly done / 
To brighten their dimip'd hues ! 

First JSToble {aparth^ Mark'd you her glance ? 

Sicond NohU iapart). What eloquent scorn was thcTf ! 
yet he, th' elate 
Of heart perceives it not. . 

ErU>ert. Now to the feast'! 

Constance, you look not joyous. I have safd 
That all should smile to-day. 

Constance. Forgive me, brother • 

The heart is wayward, and its garb of pomp 
At times oppresses it 

Eribert. Why, -how is this? 

Constante. Voices of wo^ and prayers of agony 
Unto my soul have risen, and left sad sounds 
There echoing still. Yet would I fain be gay, ' 
Since 'tis your wish.— In truth, I should have been 
A vijlage-maid - 

Eribert. But, being as you are, 

Not thus ignobly free, command your looks . 
(They may be taught obe<;iience) to reflect 
Th^ atpect of the time. 

Vittoria. And know, fair maid ! 

That if in this unskill'd, you stand alone 
Amidst our court of pleasure. , 

Eribert. To the feast ! 

Wow let the red- wine foam !— There should be mirth 
When conqderors revel !»— Lords of this fair isle i 
Your good tworda*. heritage, crown each bowl, and pledge 
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The present iind Ae ibtore ! for thcj both 

Look brightly on us. Do«t thou smile, my bride? * 

Vittaria. Yes, Eribert !— I by prophecies of joy 
Have taught e*ei| me to sniiie. 

Sribert 'Tis vwjH. To-day 

I have won a fair and almost royal bride ; 
To-morrow — let the bright sun spread his course, 
To waft me happiness I—- my proudest foes * 

Must die — Bbd tnen my slumber shall be laid 
On ro^e-lc^ves, with no eqvious fold, to mar 
The luxury of its Visions !— Fair Vittonttf 
Yourlo(ik8 are troubled ! 

Ftttoria. ' It is strange, but oft, 

'Midst festal songs and garlands, o'er my soul 
Dea^ conies, wim some dull image ! as you spoke 
Of those whose blood is dainr^M, I thought for them 
Who, in a d^ffkness thicker than the night 
E'er wove with aUher clouds, have pined so long : 
How blessed Were the stroke which makes (hem things ' 
Of that invisible world, wherein, we trust. 
There is, at least, no bondage ! — But should we 
From such a scene as this, where all earth's jop 
Contend for mastery, and the Veiy sense 
Of life is i^pture; should toe pass, I say. 
At once from such excitements to the void 
And silent gloom of thai which dolh await us— 
-^Were it not dreadfiil ? 

Uribert. . Banish such dai:<k thoughts ! 

TheyJll beseem the hour 

rHtioria. There is no hour 

Of this mysterious world, in joy or wo. 
But they beseem it well !•— Why, what a slight, 
Impalpable bound is that, th* unseen, whieh serve? ' 

Being from death .' — And who can tell how near 
Its misty brink he stands ? 

First J^oble {aside). What mean her. words ? 

Second Jstohle, There's some dark mystery here. . 

Eribert, No more of this I 

Poor the bright j^ice which Etiift's glowinig vines 
Yield to the coaqaerors ! And let mosic's voice 
Dispel thi^ ominoui dreams !->Wake, harp and song ! 
Swell out your triomph .' 
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A Muunger enters, beating a UU^. 

Mesfenger* Pardon, my good lord ! 

But this c' 



Eribert. What means thy breathless haste? 
And that ill-boding mien f^-Away, such boks 
Befit not hours like these. 

Messenger. The Lord De Couci 

Bade me bear this, and say^ 'tis fraught with tidings 
Of life and death. 

Fittoria (hurriedly). Is this a time for aught 
But rpyelry ?-^My loid, these dull intrasions 
Mar the bright spirit of the festal scene ! 

Eribert (to the Messenger). Hence! tell the Lord De 
Couci we will talk 
Of life and death to-morrow. [Exit MuskHqeii. 

Let there bje 
Around me none but joyous looks to-day, 
And strains whose very echoes wake to mirth ! 
iA band qf the conspirators enter, to the sound qf music, 
disguised as shepherds, bacchanals, ^c. 
Eribert,' Whatfonns are these ?— What means this, antic 
triumph? 

Fittoria, 'Tis but a rustic pageant, by my vassals 
Prepared to grace out bridal. Will you not 
Hear their wild music ? Oar Sicilian vales 
Have many a sweet and mirthful molody, 
To which the glad heart bounds.— Breadie ye some strain 
IV^eetfor the time, ye sons of Sicily ! 

(One of the Masquers sings. ) 
^ The festal eve, o*er earth and sky, 
^ Ja her sunset robe, looks bright, 
And the purple hills of Sicily, 

With their vineyards, laugh in light; 
From the marble cities of her ulaitis 

<jrlad voices mingling swell ; 
— ^Bot with yet more loud andlofty strains, 
They shall bail the Vesper-bell ! 

Ob ! sweet its tones, when the summer breeze 

'Their cadence wafts afar. 
To float o*er the blue Sicilian seas, 

As they gkcam to the first pale staf ! 
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The shepherd greets them' on iu9 hei|^ 

Thte henmt io his cell ; 
— But a deeper power diall breathe, to>iiight» 

In the sound of the VespcT-bell ! 

[The Rett rings. 

irn*eft.— It is the hour .'—Hark, hark f-^my brike, oot 
•amnions ! 
Hie altar is prepared and crown'd with flowers 
Thatwaib- 

VUtoria. The victim! (A hunuU btardvfUkouQ 
Pbocu>/A and Mortalba niitr, with oihert^ armed. 

Procida. Strike ! the hour is come ! . 

FiUoria. Welcome, avengers, welcome ! Now, be strong! 
(J%e ConspiriUors throw of their ditguisB^ and rvth with 

their eworde drawn, upon the ProvenfmU^ EaiBiMv t)r 

wounded, andfdUe. 

Proeida. Now hath fate reached thee in thy mid 
Tboa tevelter \b a |^«tion*8 agonin ! 

(The Provencals are driven qf, and pursued by theSici^ 
Uans. 

Constance (jsupporting Eriberf). Mj brother! oh! toy 
brother! 

Eribert. Have I stood 

A leader in the battle-fields of kings, . 
To perish thus at last ?— Ay, by these pangs,' 
Ana this strange chill, that heavily Acm creep 
Like a slow poison, through my curdline veins. 
This shooid oe — death !— In sooth a dun exchange 
For the gay bridal feast ! 

Voices (ufithofit), Bemember Conradin !— ^are mo^ 
spare none ! 

VUtoria (throwing off her bridat wreath and oma* 
ments). This Is prdud freedom ! Now my soul may cast. 
In generous scorn, her mantle of dis8eniA>ling 
To earth for ever I — And it is such joy. 
As if a captive from his dull, cold cell. 
Might soar at once on chartered wing to range 
The realms of starr'd infinity ! — Away ! 
Vain mockeiy of a bridal wreath! The boor 
For which stem patisuce ne^r kejit watch in vain 
Is come ;.and I may give my bursting heart 
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Fall aod indigoaot 8coue.~Now, Eribert ! 1 
Believe ia retributioa I What, proad man ! 
Pirioce, ruler, conqueror ! didst thou deem Heaven slept f 
** Or that the unseen, inunortal ministers, 
** Ranging the world, to note e*en purposed crime 
** In bummg characters, had laid aside 
" Their everlasting attributes for thee .?** 
/ — Oh ! blind security !-^He, in whose dread hand 
The lightnings vibrate, holds them back, until 
The trampler of this eoodly earth hath reach'd 
His pyramid-height of power ; that so his fall 
May, with more tearful oracles, make pale 
Man's crowned oppressors ! 

Constance. X)hf reprdachhimnot! . 

His soul is trembling oo the dizzy brink 
Of that dim world where pasnon may not enter. 
Leave him in peace. 

Voices (ynthout), Anjou, Anjoo !^De Cooci to the 



Eribert (Ju^f-raismg himse^). My brave ProveD^als ! 
do ye combat' still ? 
And I, vour chief, am here !~Now , now I feel 
That death indeed is bitter ! 

VtOoria. ^are thee well! 

Thine eyes so oft, with their insulting smile, 
Have looked on man's last pangs, thou sbouldst, by this. 
Be perfect how to die ! [Exit YmomiA, 

Raimoad enters, 

Raimond, Away, mv Constance ! 

Now is the time for flight Our slaughtering bands 
Are scattered far and wide. A little while 
And thou shalt be in safety. Knowst thou not 
That low sweet vale, where dwells the holy man, 
Ansebno ? He whose hermitage is rear'd 
'Mid some old temple's ruins?— Round the spot 
His name hath spead so pure and deep a charm, 
'Tis hallow'd as a sanctuary, wherein 
Thou shalt securely bi<ie, till this wild storm 
Have spent its fury. Haste ! 

Constance. I will not Jy! 

While in his heart there is one throb of life, 
One spark in his dim eyes, I wilt not leave 
The brother of my youth to perish^ thus, 
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Without one kUidlj bosofn to gostaia 
His dying head. 

Eribert. The clouds are darkening round. 

There are strange voices ringing in mine ear 
That sununon me — to what ?— But I have k^een 
Used to command I^^Awaj ! 1 will not die 
But on the field — [ffe dies* 

Ccnttanee QeneeUng by him). Oh Heaven ! be merciful. 
As thou art just !— for he is now where naught 
But niercy can avail him-^It is past ! 

GviDO enters, with hit 9word drawn. 

Chiido (to Raimond) Pve sought thee long— Why art 
thou lingering here ? 
Haste, follow n^e T— Suspicion with thy name 
Joins that word — Traitor! 

Raimond. Traitor !—-Guido ? 

Gvido, Tes ! 

Hast thou not heard that, with his men-at-arms. 
After vahi conflict with a people's wrath, 
De Couci hath escaped ?^And there are those 
Wha murmur that trom thee the warning canie 
Which, saved him from our vengeance. But e*en yet 
In the red current of Provencal blood 
That doubt may be effaced. Draw thy good sword. 
And follow me ! 

Raimond. And thou couldst doubt me Guido ! 
*Ti8 come to this .' — Away ! mistrust me still. 
1 will not stain my sword with deeds like thine.^ 
Thou khow'st me not ! . ^ 

Guido. ' \Raimond di Procida ! 

If thou art he whom once I deemed so noble — 
Call me thy friend no more ! [Cxtf Guioo. 

Raimond {after a pause). Bise, dearest, rise ! 
Thy duty's task hath nobly been folfilPd, 
E*en in the &cc of death ; but all is o'er. 
And this is now no place where nature's tears 
In quiet sanctilj^ may freelv flow. 
—Hark ! the wild sounds that wait on fearful deeds 
Are swetlingr on the winds, as the deep roar 
Of &8t-advancing billows ; and for thee 
I shame not thus to tremble.-— Speed, oh, speed! 

[JE^eunt. 



132 TBS VKSPEES 

' ACT THE FOURTH. 

SciNK I. ^-A Street in Palermo. 
Procida enters. 

Proeidm. How strange and deep a stillness loads the air, 
As with the power of midaight !— Ay, where death 
Hath passed, there should be silence. — But this hush 
Of nature's heart, this breatbleissnes^ of all things, 
Doth press on thought too heavily, and the sky, 
"With its dark robe of purple thunder-clouds 
Brooding in sullen masses, o*er my spirit 
Weighs like an omen ! — ^Wherefore dioald this be ? 
Is not our task achieved, the migfatv work 
Of our deliverance ?— Yes ; I should be joyous : 
But this our feeble nature, with its quick 
Instinctive superstitions, will drag down 
Th* ascending soul. — And I have fearful bodings^ 
That treacheiy lurks among^ulB. — Raiutond! Raimond ! 
Oh ! Ottilt ne*er made a mien like his Its garb t 
It cannot be ! 

^ MoNTAfcBA, GuiDO, and other Sicilianst enter. 

Proeida. Welcome ! we meet in joy! 

Now may we bear ourselves erect, resuming 
The kin^j port of freemen ! Who shall dare. 
After this proof of slavery's dread recoil. 
To weave us chains again ?— -Ye have done^well. 

Jlfonfai6a. We Aooe deoe well. There need no choimT 
•ong. 
No shouting maltitudiBS to blazon forth 
Our stem exploits.— The silence of our foes 
Doth vouch enough, and thev are laid to rest 
Deep as the sword could make it Yet our task 
Is still but half achieved, since, with his bands, 
De CoBci hath escaped, and doubtless, leads 
Their footsteps to Messina, where our foes 
Will gather all their strength. Determined hearts. 
And deeds to startle earth, are yet required, 
To make die mighty sacrifice complete. — 
Where is thy son .^ 

Proeida. 1 know not Once last night 

He crossM my path, aud with one stroke beat down 
A sword just raised to smite roe, and restoied 
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Mj own, whkh in (hat deadly strife had been 

Wreocbed from my grasp t-bat when I would have pre8S>d him 

To my exalting bosom, ne draw back. 

And with a sad, and yet a scomfui, smile, 

FiUI of strange meanimr, ieft me. Since that hour 

I have not seen, him. 'Wher^ra didst thou ask I, 

Jlfonlal6a. It matted "not We have deeper things to speak 
ot-^ 
Know^st'tfaott that we haV6 traitors in bur councils ? 

Prodda. I know some voice in secrat must have wam'd 
Pe Co«ci ;< or his scatter'd bands hadne'er 
So soon been marshaU'd, and in close array 
Led hence as from the field.^Hast thou heard anght 
lliat may devetope this? 

' MoniaUta, ^ The guards We s^t 

To watch the city-gates have seized, this morn. 
One whose quick fearful glance, and hurried step 
Betray'd his guilty purpoee. Mark ! he bore i 

(Amidst tfie tumult cteemine that his flight 
^Gght all unnoticed pass) these scrolls to him, 
Tliefugi^ve Provencal. Read and ^udge! , 
, JProcula. Where lathis' messenger? . 

MnUalba, Where ,«ft(m/<i he be f ~ 

. THtey slew him in their wrath* 

ProeiiiL Unwisely dona ! 

Give me the scrolls. ' [lureadg. 

Now if there be such thhigs 
As may to death, add ifaarpness, yet delay 
The pang which gives release ; if there be power 
In execration, to call down the ^res ^ 
Of yon avenging heaven, whoso' rapid shafts 
But for such i^ailt were sJmless ; be they beap*d 
Upon the traitor's head I^l^ccnn make his name 
Her mkrk fov ever ! 

Montatba, In our (msfionate blindness. 

We send forth cuives, whose deepithigs recoil 
Oft OQ ourselves. 

Protida. Whatever fette hath of ruin 

Fall OD his hoQ9a .'—What ! to resign again 
That firaedom for whoM aske our souls have now 
Fagr^'d themBelves in. blood !— Why , who is be 
That hath devised tl^s treaoheiy ?^To the scroll 
Why fii'd he not his name, so stampine U 
With an immortal infemy, whose brana 
1« 
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Might warn men from him ?— Who siiould be so vile ? 

Al&rti ? — In his eye is that which ever 

Shrinlis from encountering mine 1-^But nd ! his race 

Is of oor ikoblest^-Oh ! be could not shame 

That high descent !— Urbino ?^^-Conti ?— No ! 

They are too deeply pledged.— There's one name more ! ~ 

—I cannot utter it !-— Now shall I read 

Each fiice with cold suspicion, which' doth blot ' 

From man^s high mien its native royalty, 

And seal his noble forehead with the impress 

Of its own vile imagining ! — Speak your thoughtSf r 

Montalba ! Gjiido !— Who should this man be r ^ 

ftorUdlba. Why, what l^icilian youth unsheath'd last night 
His sword to aid our foes, and tumM its edge 
Against his country^s chiefs-r-H^ thai did Mi^. 
May well be deem*d for guiltier treason ripe. . 
Prodda, And who is he? , . ' . /'" 

Mimtalb<^. Nay,* ask thy son. 

Prodda, My son f ' 

What should he know of such a recreant hearti* - 
Speak, Guido! thou^rt his friend I , ' 

Guido. I would not wear. . 

The brand of such a name ! ' 

Prpcida. ~ . . How ^ what means this ? 

A flash of lig^ht breaks in upon my sod - 
Is it to blast me f —Yet the fearful doubt 
Hath crept in dadcness- through my thoi^hts before, 
And been flung from them.-^ilence ! — ^Speak not yet I . 
J would be c&mi, and me^t the thunder'bufst .. 
With a strong heart [A pause, 

. - ' - >. Now what have I to hear .•' 
Your tidings? . ~ 

, Guido. Briefly, Hwa9 your son did thu^; 

He hath disgraced your name. 

Procida. ^ * ^ My. son did thus ! 

Are thy words oracles, that 1 should sea^h 
Their hidden meaning out ?— fFAd* did ray son ? ^ , 

I have forgot the tale.-^Repeat it, quick ! ' 

Guido. *Twill burst upon thee all too soon. While* wc^ 
Were busy at the dark amd solemn rites - 
Of retribution; while we bathed tba earth 
In red libations, which will consecrate . 
The soil they muigled with to freedom*s,stcp 
Through the long march of afces ; 'twas hxi task 
To shield from danger a Provencal maid, 
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Sister of bim whose cold oppras^ioa stung 
Our hearts to madness. 

MMtalba, ' What ! should she be spared 

To keep 4hat name from perishing on earth ? 
-^I cnossM them in their path, and raised my sword 
To smite her in-her champion's arms. — We fought — 
The boy disarmed me '—And I lire to tell 
My sl^uoae, and wreak my vengeance \ I 

Gtmict- V Who but he 

Could warn De Couci, or devise the guilt 
Thesfrsirrolls reveal f — Hatl^ not the traitor still ' 
Sought, with his feirand specious elolquenee. 
To. Win us from our purpose f — All things seem 
Leagued to unmask him. .1 

MorUatba. Know you not there came, 

E'en in 4be banquet's hour, from this De Couci, ' 

On^, bearing unto Eribert the tidings 
Of all our purposed deeds ?-**Abd nave we not 
Proof, as the noon- day clear, that Raimond loves 
The sister of th^t tyrant f 

Procida. There was ode 

Who moura'd for being childless .'—Let him now 
Feast o'er faifll children's graves, and I will join 
The revelry! 

Mmialbti iaparO. Yoa shall be childless too ! ^ ^ 

Procida. ^ Was-'t you, Montalba ?— Now rejoice 5 I say. 
There is ho name so near you that its stains 
Should call the fever'd and indignant blood 
To your dark cheek !— But I will dash to earth 
The weight thatpressc^s on my^ heart, and then 
Be glad as thou aft. 

Montalba. , Wliat means this, my lord. ^ 

Who hath seen gladness on MontaiSa's mien f 

Procida, Why^ should not aU be glad who hav^ no sons • 
To tarnish their bright name ? 

Mmialba.^ laro'notiis^'d 

To bear with -mockery. • . 

Procida, Frieiid f By yon high Heaven, . 

I n^xk thee not !— 'tis a proud fate, to live < 
Alen^ and unallted. — ^Wty, what's alone ? 
A word whose sense \s—^ree! — Ay, free from all , 
Theivenom'd stingy implanted in the heart 
By those it love8.--:Oh !'I could lau^h to think 
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O* th* joy that riots in baronial halls, 

When the Word comes—** A son is bom !*'— A son ! 

— They should say thas~" He that shall knit your brow 

To furrows, not of years ; and bid your eye 

Quail its proud glance ; Xo tell the earth its shame,— 

Is born, and so, rejoice I"— 7%«ii might we ifeast. 

And know the cause !t— Were it not excellent f 

J^onialha. This isallid|e. There are deeds to do ; 
Ai^se ,thee, Prodda ^ 

Procida, ^ Why, am I not 

Calm as immortal Justice ? — She can Strike, 
And yei be passionless— end thu6 will I. * 

I know thy meakiing.^Deeds to do Ix^iaa well. 
They shall be done ere thought on.— Go ye forth; 
Theine is a youUi who calls hmiself my son» 
His name is — Raimond — ^in his eye u light 
That shows like truth— but be not ye deceived ! 
Bear him in chains before up. We will sit 
To<lay in judgment, and the skies shall see 
The strength which ^rds our nature.— Will not this 
Be gidrkms, brave Montalba ? — Linger net, ^ 

Te tardy messengers i for there are things > 

Which aak tl^ speed of storms. 

[Sxuent Gmno and ethers. 
) Is not this well .' 

MonUUba. ' Tis noble. ' Keep thy spirit to this proud he'^t, 
(Jtsiae) And then*— be desolale like me !— n\y woes ' 
Will at the thought pow light. 
Procida. What now remains 

. To be prepared .'—There should be solemn pomp 
To grace n day Hke this.— Ay, bnsaking hearts 
Require a draperjr to conceal their throbs , 

From cold uujuiring eyes ; and it ,nMi$t be 

_ Ample ^nd rich, that so their gaze may not 

'Explore i^hat lies bepeath. [Elgit Phocida. 

Montalba. Now this is well,! 

—I hate this Procida; for he hath won 
In allxiur councils that ascendancy 
And mastery o*er bold hearts, which should have beep 
Mine by a thousand clunM. — Had he the stiength 
^ wrongs like mfaie ?— No ! for that name— hfs countxy— 
He strikes— my vengeance bath a deeper fount : 
But there's darit joy in this !-*Ajid tte hath barr'd 
My soul from every other. ' [Exit MoisTAtMA. ^ 
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ScKKS 11.—^ Hermitage summnded by the Ruins of an 
ancient Temple. 

Constance. Anseluo. ' ^ 

Constance. *Ti8 sti^nge he comes not ! — Is not this the still 
And sultry hour of noon ? — He should have been 
Here by the day^break. — Was there not a voice ! 
- ♦* ^o ! 'tis the shrill Cicada, with glad life 
Peopling these marble ruins,. as if sport«f 
Amidst them, in the son.— I^ark ." yet again fl 
No ! no !— Bjrgive me, fo^her ! that I bring 
Eartb^s restless griefs and passions to disturb 
The stilln^s of thy holy solitude j 
My heairt isfull of care, t 

Ansdmo. ^ There is no place 

So ballow'd, as to be unvisited . ' 

By^mortal cares. ' Nay, whither should we go, 
With our deep grieYs and passions, but to scenes 
Lonely and still ; where he that inade our hearts 
WiH sj^ak to th^m in whispers ? I have known 
Affliction too, my daughter. 

Constance. Hark! his step! 

I know it Veil— he comes— my Raimdud, welcome ! . ' 

ViTTORiA entem, Comstance shrinks^ back on perceiving 
her. ^ . 

Ob, Heaven } thtit aspect tells a' fearful tale. 

Vittoria (npt observing' her). TbereJs k cloud of hofror , 
on my sobl ; , ^ 

And on thy Words, Anselmo, pteace doth wait, ^ 

Evto as an echo^ following the sweet close 
Of some divine and solemn harmony : 
Therefore I soiigbt thee now. Oh ! speak to me 
Of holy thinigs and names, in whose deep sound 
Is power to bid the tempests of the/heart _ . 

Siiu(, like a storm r^buk^d. - ~ . " 

Anselmo. What recent grief 

Darkens thy spirit thus. ^ 

FittoriS. I said not griefl 

We should rejotce to-day, but joy is not ^ 
That which it hath been. In the flowers which wrtathe 
Its mantlipp; cup there is a scent unknown. 

Fraught with«trang« delirium. All things now i 

Have changed their nature ; stilly I say i<ajoiee ! J 

12* .J 
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There is a cause, Anselmo ! — We are free, 

Free and avenged !^Yet oft nay sou I there hangs 

A darkftess, t^eaVj as th' oppressive gloom. '^ ^ 

Of midnight phantasies. — Ay, for this, too, | 

There is a cause. 

Ansdmo.^ }^ow sa^'vSl thou, we are free ? 

There may have raged, wi^m Palermo^s walls, . 
Som» brief wild tumult, but too well I know 
They call the stranger, lord, ' 

Fittoria. Whocaljs tbe<2ea<2 

CfOitperot or lord P^— Hush 1 breathe it not aloud, 
The wild winds must not hear it ! — Yet, again, 
I tell thee, we are free * 

Ansdmo. , Thine eye hath lookM 

On fearful deed^ for still their shadows hang /^ X^ 

0*cr its dark orb, — Speak ! I adjure^thee,. say^ 
How hath this work oe^n wrought ^ 

VUtoria, Pcacef! ask mcnot ! 

Why shouldst VAok hear' a ta]e to send thy blood 
Back on its fount ?-^We cannot wakie them now ! 
The stotm is in my soul, but they are all 
At rest .'— Ay» sweetly may the slaughteV^ ba1)e 
By its dead mother sleep ; and warlike men 
Who*midiit the slain have slumb^r*d ofi before, 
Making the shield their ^pilfow, may repose 
Well, now their toils are doi^e. — Is *t i^ot enough .'' . i 

C<msiance, Merciful Heaven ! have such things been ? And 

y«^ . . ^ . 

There is no shade come o'er the laugni^g sHy ! ^ 

— ^I am ^n outcast now. 

An$dm^. O Thou, ijrhose ways 

Clouds mantle fearlblly; of all the blind, - 
But terrible ministers that work thy wrath, 
How much is man the fiercest !— Others know 
Their limits — Yes ! the earthquakes, and the storms, 
And the volcanpes.J — He alone overleaps 
The bounds of retribution ! — Cbuldst ihou gave, ' 
VHtoria .' vtrith thy woman's heart apd> eye, 
Od such di^ad scenes unmoved ? 

Fittoria. ^ Was it for me 

To stay th' avenging sWord ?'-No, though it pi^r^d 
< My vary soul f — ** Hark; hark, what thrilling shrieks J 

Ring through the air arooDd me ,!— danst thon npt { 

Bid them be lukshM ?-^0h ! look not oi me thus ! 
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Anselmo. lAiAy I thy thoughts lend stentaess to the looks 
Which are but sad ."*— H&ve all then perish'd ? aH ? ' 
Was there no mercy ! 

ritioria. Mercy ! it hath been 

A word forbidden as th* onb&llowM names 
Of evil powers. — Yet one there was who dared 
To own the fpiitt of pity, and to aid 
The victims T but in vain.-^Of him no more ■' 
He is a traitor, and a traitor's death 
Will be his Hieed. 

COHsttinee (fioming forward). 'Ob, Heaven ! — his 

name, his name ! 
Is it— it cannot be ! 

Viitoria {starting). Thou here, pale girl I 

I deem*d ihee With -the dead .'-r^How hast thou *scaped 
The snare ,! — Who saved th^e, last of ail (hy race ! 
Watf it ^6t^he of whom I spake e'en now, 
R^imond di Procida ? 

Constance, Itisehougk 

Now die fitdrm breatcs npon me, ana I sink 
Must he too die ? ' 

Vitloria. . Is it fe'en so ?— Why then, 

Live on-— thou liast the arrow at thy heart ! 
** Fix not on me thy sad reproachful eyes,*' 
I me^xi not (o betray thee. Thou niay'st live ! 
Why should death briog thee his oblivious balms ? 
He visiu but the happy. — Didst thou ask 
If Raimoiid too must die ?— -It is as sure 
As that bis b)ood is on thy head, for thou 
Didst win him to this treason. 

Constance. *' When did men 

Call mercy, trttisonl — Take my life, bdtsaVe 
My noble Raimond ! ' 

KiUoria. Maiden ."' he must die. 

E'en now the youth before his jildges stands. 
And they are men who,.to the voice of prayeri 
Are as the rock is to the murmur'd sigh 
Of summer- WAves ? ^, though a father sit 
On their tribunal. Bead thoQ not to .me. 
Wht^twould'stU^? 

Constance. Mercy !— Oh ! ' wert thou to plead 

Bul with a look, e*«n yet he might be sscved ! 
If thou hist ever lo?ed— 

Vmwih. rifltirtlored? ' 
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It is that love forbids me to relent; 
I ain what it hatb made ipe. — O'er my «ml 
LigbtitiD|; hatb passed, and searM it Could I Weep 
I men might pitj— 'bat it will not be. 

Cofutance. Oh ! thou wilt yet relent, for woman^s heart 
Was fbnil*d to suffer and to melt. 

nttoria. Away! 

Why should I pity thee P-^^Thou wilt but prove < 

What I have known befor^^-and yet I live ! 
Nature is stronr, and It may all be tx)me-^ 
The sick impatient yearning of the heart 
For that which is not ; and the weary sense 
Of the dull/oid, wherewith our homes have been 
Circled by death ; yBB, all things may b^ borne *. 
All, save remorse. — But I will not bow down 
My spirit toftuit dark power >-«there was n0 guilt ! ' ^ ^ 

Anselnio ! wherefore didst thou talk of guilt f 

Ahtdmo, Ay, thus doth sensitive coDScience <)uickea 
thought, 
Lendmg repitmchful voices to a breeze, 
Keen Ughtnuig to'a look. 

VUtoria. , Leave me in peace ! 

Is *t not enough that I should hav« a sense ^ « 

Of things thou canst not^see, all wild and di&rk. 
And of unearthly whispers, haunting me 
With dread suggeatioos, but that thy cold words, 
Old man, should gall me too .^^-Must all con^ire 
Againstme?— Oh! thou tieauti^l spirit! wont. 
To shine upon my dreams with looks oTlove, 
Where art pum vanish'dY-^Was^t not the thought 
Of thee which urged me to the fearful task. 
And wilt thou now forsake me .^^1 must seek 
The shadowy woods again, for there, perchance. 
Still may thy voice be in my twiligbt>paths ; ' 
— Here I but meet despair! [Exit VirroniA. 

AiiBelmo (to Oofutance). Despair not thxni, , 

My darter !~he that purifies the heart 
With grief, will lend it strength. 

CoMtanu (etifieifltoovmg' to rouse herstff). Did die not 

say ' - ' , 

That some one was to dief 

Afuebno. ^ I tell thee oot- 

Thy pangs arft vain— for nature will-have way. 
Earth must have tears ; yet in a lieart like thine* 
Faith nwy not yield its place. 
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Constance. Have I not, heard 

Some fearful tale ?^~Who saiii, that there should rest 
Blood on my soul ? — What Wood ?— I never bore 
Hatred, kind father, unto auffht that Jtyreathes ; 
Raiimond doth kopw it well.'-^Raimond ! — High Hea?eh, 
It bursts upon me now .'-'-and be must die ! 
For fay sake— re'en for mine f 

Antebno. Hdr. words were strange, 

And her proud mind seem*d half to fteoijr wrought-^ 
-^Perchance this may not be. 

Conttastee. It nmst not be. 

WhydoIlingerlbeTe? iSh$ rises to depart) 

Ansekno. Where wouldst thou go f 

Qmitance.^ To give their stem add unrsleptii^ hea|*t8 
A victim in bis stead. 

Ansebno. Stay! wouldst thou rush 

On certain death ? 

Constance. I may^ not falter now. . 

— ^Is not the life of woman^ all bound up 
In her affections f — What hath she to do 
In diis bleak world alone f— It may be well 
For man on his triumphal course tb inove,v 
Ui|cum.berVi by soft bonds ; but we were bom 
For love and grief. 

Anselmo., Thou &ir und> gentle thing, 

Unused to meet a glance which doth not speak 
Of tenderne«6 or l^mage ! how shouldst thou 
Bear the hard aspect of unpitying men, . 
Or face the king of tei;^rs ? 

Constance. There is strength. 

Deep bedded in our hearts of which we reck 
But little, till the shafts of heaven have pierced 
Its firagile dwelling.^-Must not ear(h be rent 
Befdre hergdms are found ? — Oh .' now I feel 
Wortfair the generous love which hath not ithunn^d 
To look on death for me !— My heart hath given - 
Birth to as deep a cotirage, and a faith 
, As high in Kb devotion. [Exit Cokbtanci. 

Anselmo. She is gon^ ! 

I^it to perish .^— God of mercy ! lend 
Power to my voice, that so its prayer may save 
This pure and lofty creature ! — ^I wiHfolldw — 
Bet her young footstep and heroic heai t 
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Will bear her to destruction faster far 

Than Tcan track her path. [Exit AMSiLlia 

Scene llL^HaU of a Public Building. 

. Peocida, Moi^TjiLBAi GuiDO, nud otherSf ^seated as qn a 
Tribunal. 

Procida. The mom lower'd daHiIjr, bat the qud hath uow. 
With fierpe and angry splendour, through the clouds 
Burst fortht as if impat^nt to behold* 
This, our l^h triumph. — Lead the <|>ri80iier in. 

(Raimond is brought in fettered and guarded^ 

Whjr, what a bright and feYless brow is here I ' 

•—Is Ukis Aoan guilty ?r-Look on hind, Montalba ! 

Montaiba, Be firm. Should justice &Iter at a loob ? 

Proeida. No, thou say'st well. Her «ves an' filletted^ 
Or should b«,so. Thou, that dosf pall thyself— 
— ^But no ! I will not breathe a traitor's name — 
Speak .'thou art arraigned of treason. 

Raimond. I arraign 

ToUt before whom I stand, of darker guilt, 
In the bright &ce of Heaven ; ai^d yoUr own hesrts 
Give echo to tne charge. Your very looks 
Have ta'en the stamp of crime, and seem lo shriqk, • 
With' a perturbM and haggard wUdness, back 
From tile too-searching fight. — Why, wbat^ath wrought 
This change on noble brows ? — There is a voice. 
With a deep, answer, rising from the blood 
Your handshave coldly shed !-^e are o( those 
Trcun whom just men recoil, with curdling veins, 
All thriird by Kfe's abhorrent consciousness, , 
And sensitive feeling of a murdererM presence. 
— ^Away : come down from your tribunal-seat, 
Put off your robes of state, and let your miert 
Be pale and humbled ; for ve bear about you 
That which repiigiiant earth doth sicken at. 
More than the pestilence. — That I should live 
To see my father shrink .' . , • . 

Procida. Montalba, speak ! 

There's something c^iokes my voice— but fear tae not. 

Montalba. If we must plead to vindicate our acts, 
Be it when thou hast made thine own look clear ; 
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Most eloquent youth ! What answer canst thou make 

To this our chaise of treason f 
Raimond. . I will plead 

2%at capse before a migfatierjodgnieot-throne, 

Where mercy is not guilt But ^re, I feel 

Too buoyantlj the glory and 4he joy 

Of my free spirit's whiteness; for e*en now . 

Th* embodiea hideousness of crime doth seem 

Before oae glaring out-^Why, I saw theet 

.Thy foot upon an aged warrior's breast, 

Trampling out nature's last convulsive heavings. 

-^And tmor^hy sword — Oh, valiant chief !— is yet 

Red from the noble stroke which pierced, at once, 

A mother and the' ^be, whose little life 

Was from her bosom drawn ! — ^Inmiortal deeds 

^oi; bards ioliymn i 
Guidb {aside). I look upon his mien, 

And wavfer.— Can it be ?— JVIy boyish heart 

Deem'd him so noble twice ! — Away$ weak 'thoughts ! 

Why shrtuld I shrink, as if the guilt were mtne. 

From his proud glahce? 
Procida. Oh, thou dissembler ! ^ou. 

So skillM'to clothe with virtue's generoin flash 

The holk>w cheek of cold hypocrisy, 

That, with thy nilt made manifest, I can scarce 

Believe thee guilty ! — look on me, and say 

Wbose was the secret warning voice, that saved 

De CoQCi with bis bands, to jom our foes. 

And fprge new fetters for th^ indignant I tod ? 

Whose was Viis treachery ? (Shows Urn paptrs^ 

Who hath promised here, 
( Bdike to appe$8e the manes of Ihe dead*) 
At midnight to unfold Palermo's gates. 
And weloMDe ip^'the foe ?-^ Who bath done this. 
But thou* a tyrant's (tiend ? 

Raimimd, W9H»tettf done this f 

Father }— If I may teU thee by that name— 
Look, with thr piercing eye, on iboae whose smiles 
Were masks that hid their daggers.— 7%sre, perchance. 
May luijc what loves not light too strong. For me, 
I know but this— there needs no deep research 
To prove the truth— that murderers roaf be traitors 
Ev'n to each other^ . 

Procida (to Monfalba.) ^^is unalter ing cheek ^ 

Still vividly doth hold its natural hue. 
And his eye <^h\\s not !— Is this innocence f 
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JiiorUalba, No ! 'tis th' tinshrihking hardihood of crime. 
— ^Thou bear'st a gallant mien ! — Bat where is she 
Whom thou hast bartered fame dnd life to save. 
The fair Provencal maid f— What I know'st thou not 
That this alone were ^uilt, to death allied ? . . 
Was *t not our law that h» who spared a fepe, 
(And is she not of th^t detested race .^ 
Should thenceforth be amongst us 09 a foe ? 
—Where bast thou borne her ? — speak ! * , 

Raimond. That Heaven, whose eye 

Boms up thy soul with its far-searching glance, 
Is with her ; 3he is safe. 

TTocida. And by that word 

Thy doom is seal'd.— Oh God! that I h^d died 
Before this bitter hour, in the full strength 
And glory of. my heart ! 

CoNSTANCB CKter^, and rushef to Raimond. 

Camtance. ' Oh! art thou found ? 

—But yet, to find thee thus !— Chains, chains for thee / 
My brave, my noble love !— Off with these bonds ; 
Let him be free as air :-^for I am c<»ne . - ' 

To be your victim now. 

Raimond. Death has no pang 

More been than this. — Oh ! wherefore art thou here .' \ 
I could have died so calmly, deeming thee ^ - 
Saved, and at peace. 

CrnisUmce, Atpeace!— And thou hast thought 
Thus poorly of my love !— But «voman*8 breast 
Hath strength to suffer too.— Thy father sits 
On this tribiinal ; Raimond, which is he f A 

Ravnmd, My father .'—who hath luU'd thy gentle heart 
With that false hope i*— Beloved \ gaze around— 
See, if thine eye pan trace a father's soul 
In the dark looks bent 00 us. 

Canttance (after earnestly examining the eountenemees 
of the judges, /alls at thf feel QfProeida), Thou 

art be! 
Nay, turn thoq not away ! for I beheld 
Thy proud lip quiver, and a watery mist 
Pass o'er thy troubled eye ; and then I taiew 
Thou wert his father !-StM^ him .'—take my life ! 
In truth a worthless sacrifice for his, 
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But yet mine all.— Ob '• Ae hath etill to nm 
A long bright race of glory. 

JRaimond. Constance, peace ! 

I look apoi;i thee, and my failing heart 
Is as a broken reed. 

Cimstanc^ isUll addresaing Procida). CMi, yet relent ! 
If 'twas bis crime to rescuSe me, behold 
I come to be the atonement ! Let hijn live 
To-crown thine age with bdnoaiN— In thy h^art 
There 's a deep conflict ; but great nature pleads 
With, an overmastering voice, and thou wilt yield !' 
— Thou ar< his father .' 

Procida Q^fier a pause). Maiden, thoii *rt deceived ! 

I am as calm as that dead pause of nature '^ 

Ere the full thunder bursts. — A judge is not ' 
Father or friend. Who cklls this man my son ? 
-"Jlfy son ^—Ay .' thus hie mother proudly smiled — 
But she was noble ! — Treitors stand alone. 
Loosed from all ties. — Why should I trifle thus ? ^ 
— Bear her away ! - 

JRaimond i$iarUtig forward), - And whither ? 
, MmUdlba. Unto death.^ 

Why should die live when all her race have perishM ? 

Constance {sinking into the arms qf Raimond). Raimond, 
farewell • — Oh *. when thy star hath risen 
To its bright noon, foiget not, best .beloved, 
I died tbr thee! ' 

Raimondi High Heaven ! .thou seest these things; 
And yet endur'st them !r-Shak thou die for me. 
Purest and loveliest being I — ^but our iate . 
May not diyide os long. — Her cheek is cold — 
Her deep blue eyes are <^Osed— Should this be death • 
— If tbnSf there yet were mercy I — Father, father ! 
Is thy heart human ? 

Prodda. Bear her hence, I say • 

Why m6st my soul be torn ? . 

J^MEtHO enierSf holding a Crueifix. 

Anselmo. ^ Now, by this, sign 

Of Heaven's prevailing love, ye shall not harm 
Oneringletof her head.— How! is there not 
Enoogfa of blood upon your burthen'd souls ? . 

Will not the visions of your midnight couch 
Be wild and daili eaoi^b, but ye must heap . 

X3 
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Crime upoti crime ?—Be ye content : your dreams, 

Yoar couDcHs, ahd your banqaetings, lyiU yet 

Be bamited by the voice which doth not sleep, 

£*en though this majd be spared .'-^Coostanc^, look up ! 

Thda Shalt not die. 

Ramond, Oh ! de^th e*en now hath veil'd 
The light of her soft beauty .—Wake, mj love \ = 
Wake at my voice ! 

t Procida. Anselmo, lead i)er hence, ' 

And let her live, but never meet ray sight. 
— Begoiw'-^my heart will burst. . . T 

Raim/ond. One last embrace ! 

•^Again lifers ros<^ is opehinj^ on her cheek^;' 
Tetmustwepart.*— Soloveiscrush'don^arth! . 
But there are brighter worlds !«-Farewell, farewell ^ 

(He gives her to the etuce of Anaebno), 

Constance (slowly recover^). There wte.a voice which 
call'd me.— Am I not 
A spirit freed from eartli ? — Have I not passM 
The bitterness of death ? 

^nsebno^, Oh^ haste away ! 

COTtstance, , Yes ! Raimbnd c&lls me.— He too is released 
From his cold bqodage^ — ^We are 'free at last. 
And all is well— Away 1 (She is led out by. Ansellao). 

Raimoridi The pang is o*er, 

And I have but to die^ . ' 

Monialba. Now, Procida,/ 

Comes thy g^reat task. Wake^i siUumoa tp thine aid 
All ihy deep sonPs commandinig enei^^ie^; ^ 
For thou— a chief among^us— must pronounce 
The sentence of thy son. It rests with thee. 

JProctdo. Hfa ! ha ! — ^Men's hearts should be of softer mould 
Than in the elder time. — Fathers could doom 
Their children then with an unfaltering voice. 
And we must tumble thus ! — ^Is it not said, 
That nature grows degtoerate, earth being now 
So foil of days? 

Jlfontdlba. Rouse Up thy mighty heart. ' 

proddd. Ay, diou say'st right. There yet are souls which 
tower * . 
As landmarks to mankind.— Well, what's the task ? 
.^Tliere is a man to be condemned, you toy J 
Is he then guilty ? \ . 
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M. ttras we deem of hior 

1^^ oa« accord. 

Prodda. And bath he oaught to plead ? 

Ramond. Naught but a soal^aastain'd. 

Proeida^ Why, that is little. 

Staiot oo the fodl are but as conscieiice deems them, 
And cooideoce— may be iiear'd.— But, for this sentence^! 
—Was *Uiot the penalty imposed on man. 
E'en from creation's dawn, mat he must die ? 
-r-ltwos : thus making guilt a sacrifice 
Unio eternal justice ; and we but 
Obey HeavenV mandate when we cast dark souls 
To |h' elements from among us.— Be it so ! 
Such be hU doom !~l have said. Ay, now nay heart 
Is girt with adamant, whose cold Weight doth press 
Its raspings down.— Off ! let me breathe in freedom I 
— Mountams are on my breast ! (He sinks 6ae&.) 

MotUalba. Guards, bear the prisoner 

Back to his dungeon. 

Rfiimoni, Father! oh, look up; 

Thou «rt my fiither t^M ! 

Outdo (UamTtf th$ Tribunal, tkrowi htmnffon the neck 
qf'Rmmond.) Oh .' Raunond, Raimond! 

If it should be that I hare wrong'd thee, say 
^Tbou dost forgive roe. 

Baimond, ' Friend of my youne days. 

So may all-pitying Heaven ! {Raintoni it M m^.) 

ProeidtL ' r Whose voice was that? ^ 

Where is he .'-"-gone .'--now I may breathe ouce more 
In the fte» air of heaven. Let us away. [Exeurd Omtu^- 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SciNi I.— ./3/Prtson, dimly lighted, 

Raimond sleeping^ Phocida enters. 

Procida \gaxing upvn him^eamesUy). Can be then sleep f 
' — Th* overtbado>irtng night hath ^rapt 
Earth, at her stated hours— the stars have set 
Their burning watch ; and all things hold their course 
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Of wakefalness and rest ; ^et balh not steep 

Sat on mine ejdids since— bat this avails not ! 

—And thus he jslumbers •— ** Why, this mien doth seem 

As if its scAil were but one bftj thought 

Of an inunortal destiny !" — his brow 

Is calm as waves whereon the midnight heavens 

Are imaged siletitly. — Wake, Raimond, wake 1 

Thy rest is deep. 

Raimond {siariijiig vp).. My father ^—Wherefinre here ?. 
I an^ prepared to die, yet would I not 
Fall by thy hand. 

procida, ' 'Twas not for this I came. 

Raimond. Then wherefore ?— and upon thy lofty brow' 
"l^hy bums the troublied flush ? 

Procida, Perchance *tis shame. 

Yes ! it may well be shame • — for I have striven 
With nature's feebleness, and been oVrpowered 
-^Howe*er it be, 'tis not for thee to gaze. 
Noting^ it thus, {lise, let me loose thy chains. 
Arise, and follow me ; but let thy st^p 
Fall without sound on earth : I have prepared 
The means for thy escape. ^ ' 

Raiwumd. What ^thou ! the austere, 

The indexible Procida ! hast thou done this, 
Deeming roe guilty still ! 

Procida. Upbraid me not. ^ 

It is even so. There have been nobler deec^s 
By Roman faU^ers done, — bbt 1 am weak.- , 
Tberetbre, a'^in I say, arise ! and haste. 
For the. night wanes. Thy fugitive cOurse must be 
To realms beyond the deep ; so let us part ,' 
In silence, and for ever. ' ., 

Raimond. Let Aim fly '^ 

Who holds no deep asylum in his breast, 
Wherein to shelter from the scoffs of men J 
-!*I can sleep calmly here. 

Procida. Art thou in love 

With death and infamy, that so thy choice 
Is made, lost boy ! when freedom courts ttiy grasp f 

Raimond. Father ! to setth' irrevpc^ble s^al 
Upon that shame wherewith ye have branded me, 
T^ere needs but flight-^ What should I b^r from this, 
■" **tive land .?— A blighted namie, to rise / 
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And part met with its dack remembrances, 
For ever from the sunshine !— 0*cr my spul 
Bright sbadowings of a nobler destinj 
Float hi dim beauty throog^h the gloom ; but here, 
Oo earth, my hopes are closed. 

Prodda, Thy hopes are closed ! 

And what were they to mine ?— rXhou wilt not fly ! 
Why, let all traftors flock to thee, and learn 
How proudly guilt can talk!— Let fathers rear 
Tbeir oApnng hencetorth, as the free wild birds 
Fo^r their younr ; when these can mount alone, 
Diiixilfittg nature^ boii4»-rW^y should it not 
Be«owitbus.^ 

Raimond. Oh, Father I—Now 1 feel 

"Wbat hi^ prerogatives belooe to death. 
He bath a deep, though Toic^ss eloquence,, 
To which I leave my ca^use. ** His solemn veil 
Doth wiUi mysterious beaufr cloOie our virtues, * ^ 

And in its vast, oblivious folds, for ever 
Give shelter to our faulis.^'— When 1 am g^e, 
The mists of passion which have dimm*d my name 
Will melt like day*dreams; and my memory then 
Will be— not what it should have been — for lU 
Must pass without my fome*— but vet,, unstain'd 

As a clear morning dew-drop.- Oh! the grave 

Hath rights inviolate aff a sanctuary's, 

And they should be my own ! 
Proeida, Now, by just Heaven, 

I will not thus be tortured !— Were my heart 

But of thy guiH or innocence assured, 

I could be calm again. ** But, in this wild 

Suspense,— This conflict andjricissitude 

Of opposite feelings and convictiops— What! 

Hath It been mine to temper and to bend 

All spiriti to nay purpose ; have I raised 

With a severe and passionlesiB enen^, ' 

^fom the dread mingling of their elementSt ^ 

Storms which have rock'd the earth ?— And shall I now 

Thus fluctuate, as a feeble reed, the ecom 

And plaything of the winds ?**— Look on me, boy ! 

Cttilt never dared to meet these eyes, and keep 

Its heart's dajk secret close.— Ob, ptyin;^ Heaven ! 

Speak to my soul- with some dread oraclo. 

And tell me which is truth. 
Rmmond, I will ndt plead. 

13* 



150 THE VESPERS 

1 will not.caH Ih' .Omnipotent to attest , 
My innocence. nNo, father, in thy heart 
1 know my birthright shall be soon restored ; 
Therefore I look to death, and bid thee speed 
The great absolver. 

Procida. Oh ! my son, my son ! 

We will not part in wrath I — the sternest hearts. 
Within theif proud and guarded fastnesses, 
Hide something still, round which Iheir tendrils cliog 
With a close grasp, unknown to those who dress 
There love in smiles. And such wert thou to me ! ' y 
The all which taught me th^ft my soul was oak 
In nature's ihould. — And I must now hold on 
My desolate course ^lone ! — ^Why, be it thus ! . ,' 
He thiat doth guide ^ nation's star, ahoald dwell 
High o'er the clouds in regal solitude, " ' 

Sufficient to himself. i , 

Raitnond. Tet, on tke summit, 

When with her bright wings glory shadows thee 

Forget not him who coldly sleeps beneath, 

Yet might bave soar'd as high ! 
Prticida. No, fear thou not ! 

Thou 'It be rjemember'dlong.' The canker-wonn 

O* th' heart is ne'er forgotten. 
RaimonJ. "Oh! not thus— 

I would not M«j]be thotjght of." 
'Procida, Let me deem / 

Affain that thou art base .'—for thy bright took^, 

Thy glorSofis mien of fearlessness and tro^th, 

Then would not haunt me as th' avenging powers 

Follbw'd the parricide. — Farewell, fai^etrell ! 

I have no tears,— Oh ! thus th^ moth^ look'd. 

When, with a sad, yet half-triumphant smile, 

All radiant with deep meaning, from her death-bed 

She gave thee to my arms. 
Raimond, r^ow death haa lost 

His stiogt smce thou believ'^ me innocent. 
Prqcida (vnldty.) '2%otf innocent! — ^Am I thy mnnlerer 
then? 

Away ! I tell thee thou hast niade my nanoe 

A scorn to men ! — No ? I will not forgive thee ; , . 

A traitor^— What! the blood of Piocida 

Filling a tutor's veins h- Let the auih drink it ; 

Thou wooldst receive oar foes !-.but they shall meat 
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From Unr perfidious lips a welcome, cold 

As defith cap make it.— Go, prepare thy soul I 

Raimond. Father .' yet heai: me ! 

Procida^ No ! thou *rt skilPd to make 

E*en shame look fair.-^ljyhy should I litiger thus ? 

{Going to leave the prison^ he turns beukfor a monunL) 
If there be aught— »/* apght—for which thou need'st 
Forgiveness — uot of me, but that dread power 
From whom no heart is veiled — delay thou not 
Thy prayer : — ^Time hurries on. 

Raimond. I am prepared. 

Proeida. ♦Tiswell. [Eeeii VuociOAs 

Raimond. \ \ Men talk of torture !— Can they wraak 
Upon the sensitive aud shrinking frame, 
mlf the 'mind bears, and Hves?— Mr ) spirit ieels 
Bewilder'd ; on its powers this twilight gloom 
Hangs Kke-a weight of earth. — ^It aQowd be mom ; 
Why, dieii, perchai|ce, a beam of Heaven's bright son 
,Hath pierced, ere now, the grating of ^y dungeon. 
Telling of hope and mercy .'^ iExifintoaninn^" eetl, 

ScEKE^.—AStreUqfP^Unmy, 

' Many Citizens assembled. 

First CUisien, The morning breaks ; his time is almost 
come: 
Will he be led this way .> ^ 

Second CUizen. Ay, so 'tis said. 

To die before tiiatgate through, which he purfaosed 
The fot 8houl(^ enter in. 

Third Cfiiigen. 'Twas a vile plot ! 

And yet I would my hands were pure as his 
From the deep stain of blood. Didst he^r the soimds 
I* th' air last night .^ 

Second Ciiixeti. Since the great work of slangfatert ' 
lyho hath not heard them duly, at those hours 
Which Should be. silei^t ?, 

ITiird citizen. Oh ! the feariul mingling. 

The terrible mimicry of human voiced. 
In every sound which to the heart doth speak 
Of wo and death. 

. Second citizen. Ay, there was womaa^i thrill 

And piercing try ; and the low feeble wail 
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Of dying infantf ; and the hal^8appres8M 
Deep groan 0f man in his last agonies ! 
And now and then there svreli'd upon the bi<eeze 
Sj^range, savage bursts of laughter, wilder far 
Than all the rest ■ 

First Citizen. Of our own iate, peKbance, 

These awful midnight wailings may be deemM 
An ominous prophecy .^Should France regain 
Her power among us, doubt not, we shall have 
Stem reckoners to account with.— Hark ! ' , 

(The sound qftrvmpets htard at a distance.) 

Second CiUxen. 'Twasbut 

A rushing of the bieese. ^ 

Third Citizen. E»en now, 'tis said. 

The hostile bands approach. • ' 

(7%e sotmd is heard greukudly drawing nearer,) 

second CiUzem^ , Again »—ihat sound 

AVas no illusion; Nearer yet it swells— 
They come, they come ! 

l^tLUcinjL eiders. 

Procida. The fee is at your eates ; . 

»Bt>earts andlmnds prepared shallmeet his onset . ' 
Why are ye loitejing here ? 

CtUzens. ffy lord, we ca me 

Procida. Think ye I know not wherefore ?— »tw«« to tee 
A fellow-bemg die !— Ay, 'tis a sight 
Man lores to look on, and the tenderest hearts 
Recoil, and yet withdraw not from the scene. 
For <*w ye came.— ^What ! is our nature fierce. 
Or IS there that in mortal agony, ' 

nx>m which flie soul, exulting in Its 'strength, ' 
Doth team immortal lessons ?— Hence, and arm ! 
Era the nteht dews descend, ye will have seen 
Enough of death ; for this must be a day 

9! .^'* -'^^'^^^ *• **°^*' ^^^^ troubled soUls 

^bght m, for its rushing stomas are wings 

Which bear them up .'—Arm, arm ! 'tis for your homes. 

And Ml that lends tiiem loveliness— Away ! tExhmf. 

Scx2VB in,— Pmon ^Raimono. 
. Raimond. Ansilho. 
Haimond. And ConstaQco then is safe f^H^vea i^ett 
thee, father ! 
Good ai^ris bear sQcfa comfort. 
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^naimo. I have foimcl 

A safe a^om tor thine honour'd love, 
IVhere roe may dweirnaUl serener^dajSr 
With Saint RosoUa*s gentlest dauehters; those 
Whose hallow'd office b to tend uie bed 
Of pain and death, and soothe the parting squI 
With their soft hymns : and therefore ,are they call'd 
" Sisters of Mercy." 

Raimond, < Oh! that naipae, my CoDstaace, 

Befits thee well ! E'en in our happiest days, ^ 
There was a depth of tender pensiren^Sji, 
Far in thine ejres' dark azure, speaking ever 
Of pity and mild grief.<^Is sh^e at peace f 

An^ebno* Alas .' what should I say ? 

RamoruL Why did I ask? 

Knowing the deep and full devotedness 
Of her young hearths affections ?— Qh ! the thought 
Of >my untimely fate will haunt her dreams, ' 

Which should have been so tranquil .' — Aidhat 8oal« 
Whose strength was but the lofty gift of love. 
Even unto death' will sicken. 

AnseJmo. All that fidth 

Can yield ^f comfort, shall assuare her woes ; 
And still, whateW betide, the light of Heaven 
Rests on her gentle heart But thoui rnv'son I 
Is thy young spirit mastered and prepard ^ 

For nature^s fearful and mysterious change? 

Raimond, Ay, father ! of my brief remainmg task . 
The least part is to die !— And yet the cup 
Of life still mantled brightly to mv lips, 
CrowiiM with that sparkling bubble, whose proud name 
Is— glory J-*— Oh ! my soul, from boyhood's mom. 
Hath nursed such mighty drfeams !— It was my hope 
To leave a name, whose echo, from the abyss 
Of time shdnid rise, and float upon the winds. 
Into the far hereafter ; ther^ to be 
A trumpetrsound, a voice from the deep^ tomb, 
Murmuring— Awake I-r-Arise I— But thii is past ! 
^rewhile, and it had seemed enough of shame, 
To sleepybrg-o^len in the dust — ^but now 
-^ God r— the undying record of my grave 
Will be,— Here sleeps a traitor !-One, whose crkne 
Was— to deem brave men might find nobler weapons 
Than the cold murd(irer*s dagger! 

Anselmo. Oh, my son. 
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Sabcfoe theie titmbled tfaonglits ! l^hoa wouldst not change 
Thy Jot for theirs, oi*er whoee dark dreams will banr 
The avengiag shadovrsi which the blood-staiaM sooT 
Doth coDJare ftem the dead ! 

Raimond, Thou *rt right Iwoaldnot. . 

Tet 'tis a^eaiy ta^to school the heart, 
Ere years or gnefs have tamed its fieiy spirit 
Into that still and passive fortitude, 
IVKich is but leam'd from soflfering.— Would the hour 
To hash these passtonate. throbbiogs were at hand ! 

An9dm6. It will not be to<lay. Hast thoa not heard-^ 
-*Bat D0--tfae rash, the tiamplinr, and dia stir 
Of this great ci^« aimfaig in her raste, 
Pierce not these dongeon-depths. — The foe hath raach'd 
Oor gates; and all Palermo's Tooth, and all 
Her warrior-men, are marsball'd, and |;oDe fcrtb 
In that high hope which makes rtelities, 
Totheredfidd. Tl^ father leads them «n. 

AbcsmimI {gkuiing up). They are gone forth! iqy fadier 
leads them on ! 
An, aU Palermo's yondi !— No Vimt is left. 
Shot ont firon glory's race!— ^Tber are gone forth \ 
—Ay ! now the iom of battfe is abroad, 
It boms upon the air!— The ioyoas winds 
Are toishig wanrbr-plomes, tbe proud white (pam 
Of battle's rouiqg bilfews !— On m/ ^t 
The vision b nrt t s -it maddens! 'tis the flash, 
The llchtning-sbock of lances, and the dood 
Of mshing arrows, and the broad full blaze 
Of helmets in the sun!— The yery steed 
yn&k his nujestic^rider glorying shares 
The hoar's stem joy, and waves his floating name 
As a tribmphant banner !— Such things are 
Efennow — and I am here! ^ 

'.^tiseteo. Alas,becahn! 

To the same fpxrt je press,— thoa that dost pue 
Beneath a weight of chains, and they that ml^ 
The fortunes of Om fight 

Buimond. Ay! 7%ou canst foel 

The calm thoa woaldst impart, for unto thee 
All men alike, the warrior and the dave. 
Seem, as thoa say'st but pilgrims, pressing on 
To the same boume.— Tet call it not tbe same ! 
TMr graves, who foil in diis dav*s fight, will be 
At altars to tbebr coontiy, visited 
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By &U)ei« with their children, beanng wretths, 
Apd chaoting bymoB in boooar of the dead : 
'Wiitmine be soch f 

YiTTOBiA rutha in wHMy^ as y pursued. 

VfHoria* Anselmo ! art thoa found ? 

Haste, baste, or all is lost ! I^rcfaance thy voice, r 

^Whereby they deem Heaven spealcs, thy lifted cross. 
And profhet-mien, may stay the fiigitives, 
Or shame them back to die. 

Ansdmo, The fogitires ! 

What words aire these .''-tU aoos of Sicily 
9ly not before the foe ? ' 

FUtotim, That 1 should say 

Itist^otme! 

Anstbno, And thoa— thoa bleedest, lady ! 

Fiaoria, Pteoe ! heed not me, when Sicily islodt! 
I stood upon the walls, and watched oar bands, 
As, with their ancient, royal banner spread. 
Onward they march'd. The combat was began, 
The fieiT impalsa giveh, ^nd valiant men 
Had seard their freedom with their blood— when lo I 
That fiOse Albert! led his refcieant vassals 
To join th* invader's host. 

Rabnond. ^ His cbantiy'fl carse 

Rest OB the slave for ever ! 

Fil/orto. Then^disbrast 

E'en of their noble leaders, and dismay, 
That swift contagida, on Palermo's bands 
Came, like a deadly bl«ht. They fled !— Oh shame ! 
E*en BOW they fljr !— Ay, thioagh the city gates 
'Tli^ rash, as if all Etna^ baming streams 
Plirsoed their whiged steps ! 

Aatoiomi. Thoa hast not named 

Their chieP— Dl Prodda-^tfs doih not fly. 

VUhria. No ! like a kingly lion in die toils, 
Barinc the hoiiters yet, heproadly strives 
BataUinvidn! The few that breast the storm, 
Wkh Qakb and Montalba, by bis side. 
Fight hot for graves apon the battle-field. 

iSounoNd. And t am Am .'—Shall there be power, God ! 
In the roosed eneigies of fierce despah*. 
To borst my heBrt--and not to rend n^ chains ? 



I 

1 
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Oh, fbr ooemomfiBt of the thunderbdlt 
To set the stroog man free .' 

FiUaria iqfter gaatmg upon km eamtiUtfi. Why/ 

Hirere a deed 
Worth/ tfie fame and blessing of all time, ' 

To loose thy bonds, thon sou of Procida I 
Thon art po traitor :— from thy IciDcDed biow 
Looks oot ^ lofty' soul !— Arise ! go forth ! 
And roose the noble heart of Sicily 
Unto lUgh deeds again. Aoselmo, haste ; 
Unbmd him ! Let my spirit still prevaiU 
Ere I depert«-^fbr the strong band of <leath 
Is on me now.— {She sinks back against a piliar.'^ 

Ansebno. Ob Heaven ! the Hfe<blopd streams 

Fast from thy heart— *thy troubled eyes grow dim, , ^ 
Who hath done diis ? ' ' 

FiUaria, Before the gates I stood. 

And in the name of him, the loved and lost. 
With whom I soon shall be, all vainlv strove 
To stav the shameful flight. Then from the foe. 
Fraught widt my summons to his viewless home, 
Came the fleet shaft which pierced me. 

AnUlmo, Yet, oh yet, 

It may not be too late. Help, l^p ! ^ 

VUtwia^ Away! , 

Bright is the hour which brings me liberty \ 

Attkndants enter. 

Haste, be those fetters riven !*-Unbar the gates. 
And set the captive free ! 

iThe Attendantm stem to hesitate.) Know ye not her 

iVho should have worn your country's diadem f ' 
Attendants, Oh, lady, we obey. 

{They tiUce ogr Raiuohb^b chains. He springs vp emUt" 
ingfy, 

Raimond. Is this no dream ? 

—Mount, eagle ! thon art free !— Shall I then die. 
Not 'midst tM mockery of insulting crowds, 
Bnt on the 6eld of banners, where the brave 
Are striving for an immortality f 
—It b e'en to !--Now for bright arms of proof; 
A hehn, a keen-edged folchioa, and e'eo yet 
My Iftther may be taved ! 
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Vlttoria. Away, be strong ! 

And tet thy battle-word, to rule the storm, 
Be — Conradin ! (Me rusheg (mt.) 

J Oh ! for one hour of life 

To hear that name blent with th' exulting shout 
Of victpry ! — 'twill not be! — A mightier power - 
Both stunmoa me away. 

AnKhno* To purer worlds 

Raise thy last Uioughts in hope. • '^ 

Fiitoria, Yes ! he is there, 

All glcMrioQS in his beauty ! — Ccmradin ! 
Beaui parted in — and death shall re unite ! , 
— He will no^ stay-^it is all darkness now ! 
Night gathers o*er my spiri(. {Shediei.y 

Ahsdmb. She is gone ! 

It is an awful hour which stills the heart 
That beat so proudly once.-^Have mercy, Heaven I 

(He kneels betide her.) 

(Thesceru^loies.y . 

SciNJi IV.— Big/bre the Gates of PfUirmo. 

iiciiAAHB^ying turnxUiuously^ iqtjoards the Gates, 

Vtnees iioithoui). Montjoy ! MoQtjoy ! St. Deanis for 
Anjou! 
Provencals, on ! 

SieiUans. Fly, fly, or all is lost ! 

(Raimond appears in the gateway, arrnedy and carryifig 
a banner.) - ^ ^ 

Raimond. Back, back, I say ! ye men of Sicily ! 
All is not lost .' Oh shame .WA few brave hearts 
In such a cause, ere now, have set their breasts 
Against the rush of thousands, and siistain'd, 
And made the shock recoil.— Ay, man, free man, v 

Still to be callM so, bath achieved, such deeds 
As heaven and earth have marVell'd at ; and souls, 
Whose spark yet slumbers with the days to come, 
Shall buni to befir : ti^ansmitting brightly thus 
Freedom from race to race ! — Back ."or prepare 
Amidst your hearths, your bowers, jrour very shrinei^ • 
To bleed and die in vain .'—Turn, follow me ! 
Conradio, Cooradin !-»for Sicily 
14 
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Hit spirit fights !— ^temember Conradin ! 

iThey begin to raUy round MnL) 
Af , this is well !— Now follow me, and charge ! 

(T^e pKovmf^LS rush in, but are rqmUed by the 
SiciLiAMS.)! [Exeuni. 

ScBNB Y.^Part of the Field of BaUk, ' 

MOHTALBA enters wounded, and supported by Raimond, 
Vfhosefau is concealed by his hebnei^ 

Ramsnd. Here rest thee, wariior. 

JMbnto^s. Best, ajr« death is rest. 

And such will soon be niine— Bat thanks to tku, 
I shall not die a captive. Braire Sicilian ! 
These lips are all unused to soothing words. 
Or I should Mess the* valour which bath won 
For JDf last hour, the proud free solitude 
Wherewith my soul would gird itself. — Thy name? . 

Raimond. *TwiU be no music to thine ear, Montalb^. 
Gase— lead it thus .' (He lifts the visor qfhis helmet.) 

Manialba, Raimond di Procida ! 

Ramond, Thou hast pursued me with a bitter hate. 
But fare thee well ! Heaven's peace be with thy soul ! ; 
I must away— One glorious erort more 
And this proud field is woo ! [Exit Raimond. 

Monialba. Am I thus bumbled ^ 

How my heart sinks within me ! But *tis death 
(And he can tame the pugfatiest) hath subdue^ 
My towering nature thus !— Tet is he welcome ! 
That youth— 'twas hi his pride he rescued me ! 
I was his deadliest foe, end thus he pnwed 
His fearless scorn. Ha ! ha ! but he shall iail 
To melt me into womanish ^feebleness. 
There I still ba$e hun— the nave shall seal 
My lips fer ever— mortal shall not hear 
Montalbasay— **#br;gtM.^* [He dies. 

(The Scene chses.Y 

ScBKB Yl.rTAnother part tfihe Field. 

Pbogida. GoiDO. ^ttioM^** Sicilians. 

Froeid&. The day is ours ; but he* the brave unknown. 
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Who tamed tbe tide of battle ; he who^ path 
Was Tictorjr^^ivfao hath seen him ? 

AiBBSTi is broughi ut wnmded, andfetferetL 

AlherH. Procidat 

Procida. Be silent, traitor !— Bear him from mr siefat 
Unto yonr deepest dahgeons. 

AlberH. & t^ grtve 

A neaier home awaits me. — ^Yet one word 
Ere my voice fail — thy son — 

Proeida. Speak, sp^! 

AWerU. Thy soil 

Knows not a il^pviglit of guilt That tratt'ioas plot 
Was mme aloAe. (ffeS ted oim^.) 

Prodda. Attest it, ^ardi and Heaven ! 

my son is guiltless !^Hear it, Sicily ! 
The blood of Procida is noble ^11 ! 

—My son !->He hVes» he lives !— His voice shall speak 
Forgiveness to his sire !— His name snail cast 
Its brightness o'er iny sooU 

Outdq, Oh,d^yofjoy! 

The brother of my.heart is worthy still 
The b% name he bears. 

AnsBLMO enters, 
Procida. Anselino. welcome ! 

In a glad hoar we meet, for know, my son 
Isgrnltfess. , 

Ansekna. And victorious ! by his arm ' 
All bath been rescaed. 

Procida. How ! th* oiiknown-- ' 

Ansebno, Was he ! 

Thy noble Raimond ! By Vittoria'shand 

Freed from his bondage in that awfiil hour 

When all was flight and terrot*. 
Procida, Now my cop 

Of joy too brightlv mantles !— Let me press 

My warrior to a nither*s heart-'and die ; 

For life hath naught beyond— Why comes he not? '' 

Ansehno, lead me to my vaVant bey ! 

Ansdmo, Temper this^proud del^t 
Procida, What means that look ? 

He hath liot fallen ? 
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Anselmo. . He lives. 

Procida. ' Away, away ! 



Bid the wide city with triamphal pomp 

Prepare to greet her victor. Let this nour 

Atone for all his wrongs J — . ~ {EaetmL 



S«;«NE yiL-^-Gardeh qf a Convent. 
Raiuond is led in wounded^ leaning on Attinoarts. 

Raimond. Bear me to no dull couch, but let me die 
In the bright face of nature ! — Lift my helm, 
That I may look on heaven. . , 

First Attendant {to Second Attendant). Lay him to rest J 
On this green ^nny bank, and I will cril • 
Some h<^ sister to'his aid : but thou 
Return unto the ield, for. biffh-bom men 
There need the peasant*8 aid. [Exit Skcond Attendant. 

(To Raimond) Here gentler bands 

Shall l^nd thee, warrior ; for in these retreats . 
2%ey dwell, wlM>«e tqws devote them to the care 
Of all that suffen"^ May*st thou live to bless them f 

[Ea^iV First Attihoant. 

Raimond. Thus have I wished to die !— *Twaf a proud 
strife! 
Mr father bless'd Ih* unknown Who rescued him, 
(Bless'd him, alas ! because unknown and Guido, 
Beside me bravely stru^ling, callM aloud 
" Noble Sicilian, on !*♦ C*! had they deemed 
'Twas I who led that rescue, they bad spurn*d 
Mine aid, though 'twas deliverance ; and their looks 
Had fallen, like blights, upon me.— There is one, 
Whose eye ne*er turned on mine, bat its blue lig'ht 
Grew softer, trembling through the dewy mist 
Raised by deeptenderness !-— Oh might the soul 
Set in that eye, shine on me ere 1 perish* ^ 
. — Is 't not her voice f 

CoNSTANcv enterSi speaking to a Nvjn,^ho turns into eino» 
ther path. 

Constance, Oh ? happy they, kind sister, 

Whom thus ye tend ; for it is theirs to fall 
With brave men side by side^ when the roused heart 
Beats proudly to the last .' — There are high sottls 
Whose hope was such a death, and *tis denied ! 
(She approaches Raimond.) 
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¥oang warrior, it theitt anght^-t&ou here, mj lUinond ! 
Thou here—end thus !-^-0b ! is this joy or wo ? 

Raimond, J07, be it joy, idt own^ my blessed love, 
E'en on the gnve*8 dim verge .'—-yes ! it if joj f 
M||r Constance ! victors have been crown'd, ere now, 
Wth the green shbing laurel, when their brows 
Won death's own impress— «na it may be thus 
E'en vet, with me .'—They freed me, when the Sot 
Had half nrevail'd, and I have proudly eam'd. 
With my heart's dearest blood, the meed to die 
Within Chine armt* 

Comimue, Oh I speak not thtt»— to die ! 

These woondsmay yet be closed. 

{SkeatiemptitoinndhiMVDOiundi,) 
Look on me» love ! 
Why, there is more than life in thy clad mien, 
'Tis fidl of hope ! and from thy kinged eye 
Breaks e'en unwonted light, whose ardent rty 
Seems bom to be immortal ! 

Raimond Ttle'enso! 

The parting soul doth gather all her fires ^ 

Arona^ her ; all her^l orious hopes, and dratois. 
And burning aspirations, to illume 
The shadowy dimness of the untrodden pa^ 
Which lies before her ; and, encircled thus. 
Awhile she sits in dyins eyes, and thence 
Sends ibrth her bru^ht urewell. Thy gentle caret 
Are vain, and yet f bless them. , 

CongtOMci. Say not vain ; 

The dying look not thus. We shall not part ! 

Raimond, I have seen death ere now, and known him wear 
.Full many a changeful kspect« 

Constance, , Oh ! but none 

Radiant as thinei my warrior ^— Thou wilt live ! 
Look round thee !— an is sunshine— is not this 
A smiling world ? 

Raknond. A^, gentlest love, a world 

Of jojKws beauty and magmfKence, 
Almost toe &ir to leave !— >Tet must we tame 
Our ardent hearts to this 1— Oh, weep thou not ! 
Th^re is no home ibr liberQr, or love. 
Beneath these festal skies .'-^Be not deceived ; 
My waj lies far beyond .'—I shall be toon 
That vieWIess thing which, with its mortal f(reedk 
14* 
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Casting off meaner passions, yet, we trust. 
Forgets not how to love .' 

ConUanee. And must this be ? 

Heaven, thou art merciful !— Ob ! bid our souls 
Depart together ! ( 

Raimond. Constance ^ there is strength 

Within thy gentle heart, whicH hath been proved 
Nobly, for me :■— Arouse it once again ! 
Thy grief unmans me — and 1 fain would meet 
That which appruaches, as a brave man yields 
With proud submission to a mightier foe. 
— ^It is upon me now ! 

Conitance. I will be calm. 

Let thy head rest upon my bosom, Raimond, 
And 1 will so suppress its quick deep sobs, 
They shall but rock thee to thy rest There is . 
A world, (ay, let us seek it!) where no blight 
Falls on the beautiful rose of youth, and there 
I shall be with thee soon .' , 

I^EociDA and Anselmo entir. Procioa, on seeing 
Raimund, starts back. 

Anselmb. Lift up thy head, 

Brave youth, exultin^ly ! for lo ! thine hour 
Of glory comes ! — Oh ! doth it coipae too late ? 
£*en now the false Alberti bath confe»>*d 
That guilty plot, for which thy life was doom'd 
To be th* atonement. 

Raimond, »Tis enough ! Rejoice, 

Rejoice, my Constance I for X leave a name 
0*cr which thou noay'st weep proudly ! {He sinks back.) 

To thy breast 
Fold me yet closer, for an icy dart 
Hath touched my ^veins. 

Constance. And must thou leave me, Raimpod ? 

Alas! thine eye grows^im— Jts wandering glance 
Is full of dreams. 

Raimond. Haste, haste, and tell my father 

I was no traitor ! 

Prodda (frushingfaruford). To the father's heart 
Return, forgiving all thy wroOgs, rotum > 
Speak to me, Raimond I— Thou wert ever kind. 
And brave, and gefiUe t Say that all the past 
Shall be forgiven i That word from none but thee 
My Kpe e'er a8k*d.~$peak to me once, my boy, 
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Mj pride, my hope !— And is it with tbee thus ? 
Look on Die yet !•— Oh ! must this wo be borne ? 

Raimond. Off with t^ weight of chains ! k is not meet 
For & crownM conqueror ! — Hark, the trumpet's voice ! 

iA sound ofiriumphani mutie ia Aeord, gradtutSy 
approMching.) 
Is H not a thrilling call ?— What drowsy spell 
Benunibs me thus ? — ^Hence ! I am free again ! 
Now swell your festal strains, the £etd is won ! 
Siog me to glorious dreams. (ffe dies.) 

An^dmo. The strife is past 

There fled a noble spirit ! 

Conftaiiee. Hush ! he Sleeps-^ 

Disturb him not ! 

Anaelmo. Alas ! this is no sleep 

From which the eye doth radiantly unclose : 
Bow down thy soul, for^earthly hope is e*er ! 

il^e music continues approaching. Guido etlUrSt 
with ClTi«KN» and Soldibbs.) 

Qvido. The shrines are deck'd, the festive torches blaze — 
Where is pur brave delive/ier ? — W6 are come 
To croijrn Palermo's victor ! - - 

Anselmo. ^ Ye come too late. 

The voice o£ human praise doth send no echo 
Into the world of spirit (TAe imiftc ceoMS.) 

Procida (a^ier a pause). Is this dust 
I look on— I&imond !— 'tis but sleep— a smile 
On bis pale cheek sits proudly. Raimond, wake ! 
Oh, God I and this Was his triumphant day ! 
My son, my injui^ed soni- 

Constance {si0rHng), Art ^Aoiihis father ? 
I Imovf thee liow.— 'Hence .' >irith thy dark stem eye. 
And thy cold heart ! Thou canst not wake him now ! 
Away ! he will not answer but to me. 
For none Vke roe hath loved him ! He is mine ! 
Ye shall not rend him from me. 

procida. Oh ! he knew 

Thy love, poor maid- ! — Shrink from n^ npw no niDve ! 
He knew thy heart— but who shall tell him now 
The depth, th» itatenseness, and the agony, 
Of my suppressed -affection .?— I have learned 
All his high worth in time— to deck his grave I 
Is there not power in the strong spirit's wo 
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To force an answer from the viewless world 
Of the departed?— Raimood .'—Speak ! foigtve ! 
Rainxxid : my victor, my deliverer, bear ! 
Why, what a world is this ! — Troth ever bursts 
On the dark soul too late : And gloiy crowns 
Th* nnconscioos dead ! And an hoar comes to break 
The mightiest hearts -—My son ! my son ! is this 
- A day of triumph ! - Ay, for thee alone .' 

{He throws hmselfupcn the body qf Raimond.) 

WwrtainfoUs, 



THE hEAGVE OF THE ALPS; 

OB, 

/ - 

THB MEETING pN THE FIELD OF GRUTLl. 



ADyCRflSEmENT. 



It was in the year 1308, that the Swiss rose 
against the tyranny of the Bailiffii appointed over 
t^nn hy Albert of Austria. The field called 
the Griitliy at the foot of the Seelisberg,and near 
the boundaries of Uri and Untenn^den, was 
fixed upon by three spirited yeomen, Walter 
Fiirst (the father-in-law of William Tell), Wer- 
ner Staufiacher, and Erni (or Arnold) Meldh- 
thai, as their place of meeting to deliberate on 
the accomplishment of their projects. 

'< Hither came J^iirstand Melchthal, along se- 
cret paths over the heights, and Staufiacher in 
his boat across the Lake of the Four Cantons. 
On the night preceding the 1 1th of November, 
ISOTy they met here, each with ten associates, 
men of approved worth ; and while at this so- 
lemn hour they were wrapt in the contemplation 
that on their success depended the fate of their 
whole posterity, Werner, Waller, and Arnold 
held up their hands to heaven, and in the name 
of the Almighty, who has preated man to an in- 
alienable degree of fireedom, swore jointly and 
strenuously to defend that freedom. The thirty 
associates heard the oath with awe ; and wi& 
uplifted hands attested the same God, and all his 
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saints, that they were firmly bent on offisring up 
their Uves for the defence of th^eir injured li- 
berty. They then calmly agreed on their future 
proceedings, and for the present, each iretumed 
to his hamlet'*— FtolUa'* Hutory of the Hd- 
vetic Confederacy. 

On the first day of the year 1308, they suc- 
ceeded in throwing off the Austrian yoke, and 
<< it is wdl attested," says the same author, 
<* that not one drop of l^ood was shed on this 
memorable occasion, nor had one proprietor to 
lament the loss of a daim,^ a privik^e, or an 
inch of la^ The Swiss met on the succeed* 
ing sabbath, and once more confirmed by oath 
their ancient, and (as they fondly Jliamed it) 
their perpetual league." 



THE 
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■ ■ l^- 

^TwA» n^ht upon the Alps.— The Siena*8 (1) wild horn, 

Like a wuid^s Toice, had poured its last long tone. 

Whose pealing echoes, tjirough the larch- woods borne, 
. To the low cabins of the glens made known 

That welcome steps were nigh. The flocks had gone, . 

By cliff and pine-bridge, to toeir place of rest ; 

The chamois slnmber'd, for the chase was done ; 

His cavem-bed of moss the h«nter press'd, 
And the rock-eagle couchM, high da his cloudy nest 

U. 
Did the land sleep ? — the woodman's axe had ceased 
Its ringing notes npon the beech and plahe ; 
The grapes were gathered in ; the vintage feast 
Was dosM upon the hills, the reaper's strain 
Hush'd by the streams ; the year was in its wane, 
> The night in its mid-watch ; it was a time 



m. 

For there, where snows, in crowning glory spread. 
High and unmark*d by mortal footstep lay ; 
And there, where torrents, 'midst the ice-caves fed, 
Burst in their joy of light and sound away ; 
And &ere, where Freedom, as in scornful play. 
Had hun^ roan'j^ dwellings 'midst the realms or air, 
O'er clifli the verv birth-place of thfe day— 
Oh I who would dream that Tyranny could dare 
To lay her Withering hand on God's bright works e'en there ? 
15 
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IV. 
Yet thus it was-'Unicbt the fleet streams gushing 
Tn bring down rainbows o'er their spany cell, 
And the glad heiebts, through mist and tempest mshing 
Up where the son's red fire-glance earliest fell. 
And the fresh pastures, where the herd's sweet bell 
Recall'd such life as Eastern patriarchs led ; 
There peasant-men their free thoughts mieht not tell 
Save in the hour of shadows and of dread,. 
And hollow sounds that wake to Guilt's dull, steddij tread. 
V. 

But in a land of happy shepl^r^-homes, 
On its green hills in quietjoy reclining ^, 
With their bright hearth-fires, 'midst the twiligbt^glooms. 
From boweiy lattice through the firewoods shining ; 
A land of legends and wild son^s, entwining 
Their memory with idl memories lov-'d and blest— 
In such a land there dwells a power, combining 
The strength of many a calm, but fearless breast ; 
—And wo to him who breaks the Sabbath of its rest .' 
VL , 

A sottttd went up — ^the wavers dark sleep was brokeir — 
On Uri's lake was heard a midnight t>aiv— 
Of man's brief course a troubled momenf s token 
Th' eternal waters to their barriers bore ; 
And then then- gloom a flashing image wore 
Of torch -fires streaming <^t o'er crag and wood. 
And the wild falcon's "wing was heard to soar 
In startled haste— and b>' that moonlight-flood, 
A band of patriot-men on Grtttli's verdure stood. 

vn. 

They stood in arms — the wolf- spear and the bow 
Had wag'd their war on things of mountain-race ; . 
Mkht not their swift stroke reach a mail-clad foe ? ' 
<— Srong hands in harvest, daring feet in chase. 
True hearts in fight, were gatherd on that place 
Of secret conncil.-^Not for fame or spoil 
So mft those men in Heaven's majestic face ;— 
To guard free hearths they rose, the sons of toil, 
The hunter of the rocks, the tiller of the soil. 

vnt 
O'er their low pastoral valleys might the tide. 
Of years have flow'd, and suH, from tire fo i|oo« 
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Their noines and records on the green earth died, 
As cottajg^e-lamps, expiribg, one by one. 
In the dim glades, when midnight hath bBgon 
To hash air8oand.->3nt. silent on its height, ' 
The snow-mass, full of death, while ^ages run 
Their course, may slumber, bath'd in rosy light, 
TiU fome rash yoice or step disturb its brooding might. 

So were they roused— th* invadiDg step had past 
Their cabin-threshohis, and the lowly door. 
Which well had stood against the Ftf hnwind*8(8) blast, 
Could bar Oppression from their homes no more. 
Why, what bad the to do w|iere all tfaing» wore 
IVild Grandeur's impress ?~In the storm's free way, 
How dared ehe lift her |>ageant crest before 
Th' enduring and magnificent array 
Of sovereign Alpsv ^t wingM their ^les with the day ? 

This mi|ht not long be bome-^-the tameless hills 
Have voices from the cave and cataract swelling. 
Fraught with His Jiame, whose awful presence fills 
Their deep lone places, and f^r ever telling 
Thfit He hath made man free !— and they whose dwelling 
Was in those ancient fiistnesses, gave ear ; 
The weight of sufferance from theik- hearts repelling, 
They-fose— the forester, the mountaineer-^ 
Oh! iniat hath earth more strong than the good peasant- 
spear? 

XL 
Sacred be GrUili^s field— their vigil keeping 
Through many a4)Iue and stariy summer-night. 
There, while the sons of happier lands were sleeping, 
Had those brave Switzers met ; and in the sight 
Of the iust God, who pours fortb burning raiffht 
Torira the oppress'd, had given their deep moughts way, 
And bracM their spirits for the patriot-fight, 
l^th lovely images of homes, that lay 
Bovier'd 'oudfst the rustling pines, or by the torrent-spray. 

xa. 

Now had endurance reach*dits bounds f— They came 
With courage set m each bright earnest eye. 
The dayi the signal, and the hour to name. 
When they should gather on their hills to die,' 
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Or duke the Glaciers with their joyoas ciy 
For the land's freedom. — ^"IVas a scene, combiniag 
AH glory in itself- the solemn sinr. 
The stars, the waves their soften'd lieht enshrinine^, 
Ahd Man's hig^ soal supreme o'er miejbty Nature sbtniog. 

xin. • 

Calrolr they stood, and with collected mien, 
Breaming their sonls in voices firm bat low. 
As if the spirit of the hour and scei^, 
With the wood's whisper, and the wave's sweet flow, 
Had teiiiper'<i in t^ir thoughtful hearts the glow 
Of all inaignant feeling., To the bieath 
Of Dorian lute, and lyre-note soft and slow. 
Fen thus, of old, the Spartan fifom its sheatfi 
Drew his devoted sword, and girt himself for death* 
XIV. 

And three, that seem'd as chieftains of the band, 
Were gather'd in the midst on that lone shore 
By UVFslake— « father of the land,(9) 
One on his brow the silent record wore 
Of many days, .whose shadows had pass'd G*er 
His p^th among t)ie hills, an^d quench'dthe dreams 
Oif youth with sorrow.— Tet from memorv^s lore 
Stin his life*s evening drew its loveliest gleams. 
For be had walk'd wtm God, beside the mountain streams. 

And his gray hairs, in happier times* might ire|l 
To their last pillow silently have gone, 
As melts a wrei^th of snow.— 3ut who shall tell 
How life may task the epirit f-—He, was one. 
Who from its mom a freeman's workliad done, 
And reap'd his harvest, and his vintage press'd, 
Fearless of wroq^ ; — and now, at set of sun. 
He bow'd not to his years,, for on the breast 
Of a still chainless land he deem'd it much to rest, 

XVI. 

But for such holy rest strong hands must toil. 
Strong hearts endure .'—By that pale elder's side, 
Stood one that seem'd a monarch of the soil, 
Serene and stately in his manhood's pride, 
Wenier,(i) the brave and true ! — If men have died, 
Their bMulhs and shrines inviolate to keep. 
He was a mate for such. '-The voice, that cried 
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Within his breast, ** Arise !" came still and deep 
From his &r home, that smil'd, e'en then, in moon-light sleep. 

xvn. 

It was a home to die for! — as it rose, 
Tbroagh its vine-foliage, sending forUi a sound . 
Of mirthAil childhood, o*er the green repose 
And lnughing Sunshine of the pastures round ; 
And be whose life to that sweet spot was bound. 
Rais'd unto Heaven a -glad yet thoughtful eye, 
And set his free step firmer on the ground, 
When o'er his soul tts melodies went by 
As through some Alpine pass, a breeze of Italy. 

xvm. 

But who was he, that on his bunting-SDear 
.Lean'd wi|h a prouder and more fieiy oearing ? 
—His was a brow for ^nrant-hearts to fear. 
Within the shadow of its dark locks weanng 
That which they may not tame — a soul declaring 
War against earth's oppressors. — 'Midst that throng, 
Of other mould he seem'd, and loftier daring, 
Obe whose blood swept h%fa incises alonj^, 
One that should pass, and leave a name for 'warlike song, 

XIX. 

A memory on the mountains !— one to stand. 
When the hUls eqhoed with the deepening swell 
Of hostile trumpets, foremost for the land. 
And in some root defile, or savage dell, 
Anwy her peasant-children to repel 
Th* mvader, sending arrdws for tiis chains ! 
At, one to fold around him; as he fell, 
tier banner with a smile— tor through his veins 
The joy of danger flow'd, as torrents to the plains. 
XX. 

There was at times a wildness in the light 
Of his quick-flashing eye ; a something, bom 
Of the fitee Alps, and beautifoUy bn^t. 
And proud, and tameless, laughug Fear to scorn ! 
It well might be !— Toung Emi's (5) step had worn 
The mantfing snows on their most reeal steeps. 
And track'd the lynx above the Clouds of mom. 
And foUow'd where the flying chamois leaps 
Aciuflf the daik-bhie rifb, vaf unfethomM glacier-deeps. 
16* 
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XXT. 

He was a creature of the Alpine sky, 
A ^ing' whoee brieht spirit ktd been fed 
•Midst the crown'd heights of joy and liberty, 
And thoughts of power — He knew each path which |ed 
To the Tixk^s treasure- caves, whose crystals shed 
Soft light o'er secret fountains. — At the tone 
Of his loud horn, the I^inoier Gever (6) had spread 
A startled w^ng ; for oft that peal had blown 
'Where the free cataract' § voic^ was wont to sound alone* 

xxn* 

His step had track'd the waste, his soul had stirr'd 
The ancient solitudes— his voice had told 
Of wrongs to call down Heaven (7) — That tale was heard 
Tn HasU's dales, and where the shepherds fold 
Their flocks in dark rarine and craggy hold 
On the bleak Oberland ; and where the light 
Of Day's last footstep bathes in burning gold ' 
, Great Rig^hi's cliffs ; and where Mount Plate's height 
Casts o'er his glassfy lake the de^kness p( his might 

xxnu 

Nor was H heard in vain. — There all things press 
High thoughts on man. The fearless hunter passM, 
And, frcNn ^he bcMom of the wilderness, 
There leapt a spirit aqd a power to^cast 
The weight of bondage down — and bright and Ast, 
As the clear waters^ joyously and free, 
Burst from the desert-rock, 'it ru.sh'd, at last, 
Throuch the far valleys ; till the patriot-three 
Thus with their brethren stood, besiae the Forest Sea. (8) 

XXIV. 

They link*d their hands,— they pledg'd their stainless ftitb. 
In the dread presence cf attefiting Heaven — , 
They bound their hearts to suflenng and to death, 
With the severe and solemn transport. given 
To bless such vows. — How man had striven, 
How man might strive, and vainly strive ih^ knew, 
And call'd upon theh* God, whose arm had riven 
The crest of many a tyrant, since He blew 
The foaming sea^wave on, and Egypt's might o'erthrew. 
XXV. 
ThejjT kneh, and rose in strenj^th.— The valleys lay 
Still in their dimness, but the peaks which darted 
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Into the bright niid«air, had caught from day 
A flash of ore, when those true Switzers parted, 
Each to his glen or forest, steadfast-hearted, 
And fall of hope. Not many vsuns had worn 
Their setting glory ,, ere from slumber started 
I'en thousand voices, of the moMntains bom — 
So far was h^ard the blast of ^Freedom's echoing horn ! 

xivi. 

The ice<vault8 trembled, when that peal came rending 
The frosen stilkiess which around them hung ; 
Frono cliff to cliff the avalanche descending, 
Gave answer, till the sky's blue hollows rung ; 
And the flame-signals through the midnight sprung, 
From t^e Surennen rocks like banners streaming 
To the far Seeli^berg ; whence light was flung 
On GrUtli*s field, till all the red lake gleaming 
Shone out, a meteor-heaven in its wild splendour seeming. 

XXV^.^ 

And the winds toss*d each summit's blaziog crest. 
As a bo$t*s pluirtage ; and the giant pines, 
Feir^ where they wav*d o*er crag and eagle's nest, 
Heap'd up the flames. The cIoimIs grew fiery signs. 
As o^er a city's ][)uming towers and shrines 
Reddening the distance. Wine-cups, crown'd and bright, 
Ip Werners dwelling flow'd ; through leafless vines 
From Walter's hearUi stream'd forth the festive light. 
And Emi's blind old sire gave thanks to Heaven that night. 

xxYin. 

Then, on the silence of the snows tberd Ia)r 
A Sabbath's quiet sunshioe,— and its bell 
Fill'd the hush'd air awhile, with lonely sway ; 
For the SQpeara's voice was chain'd by Winter's spell. 
The deep wood-sounds had ceas'd. — ^But rock and dell 
' Rung forth, ere long, when strains of jubilee 
PeaPd from the mounta^-churches, with a swell 
Of praise tp Him who stills the rising 8e9,-r 
For now the strife was clos'd, the glorious Alps were free ! 
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NOTES 

THE LEAGUE OF THE ALPS. 



Note 1. 
-The Sennas wUd horn. 



Sunr, the naiqe given to a herdsman amoD^ the Swiss Alps. 

Note «. 

Against the FohnvMPs blasU 

Ftthowind, the South-east wind, which frequently leys 
waste the coon^ before it. 

Note 3. 



-AfatherofiheUmd, 



Walter Fttrst, the father-in-law of Tell. 
Note 4. - 
Werner, the brave andtrw / ire ^ . ^ ^ 
Werner Stauflfecher, who had been urged by his wWe to 
route and unite his countrymen for the deliverance of Swit- 
zerland. ' 
Notes. 
— ^ — -^Yqung Ern€s step had worn, ^c. 
Emi, Arnold Melcbthal. 

' Note 6. 

ne Ldnrner-Geyer had spread, ifc. 

The LEmmer-Geyer, the largest kind of Alpine eagle. 
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178 NOTES TO THE LEAGUE OP THE ALPS. 
' Note 7. 

Cf wrokgi to eatf ^kwn JSTeani^ 4^ 
Theejci of hit ■ged&thcr hadbecopot out, bj fheocdon 
of tlM Amtrkn Govomor. 

NotB8. 

J BuUe ths JUMrttt-S^ 
Fo wHSmu TbeLakeof tbeFoorCuitoiuisfieqimitlj 



' THE 
FOREST SANCTUABT^ 



Ibr PIfttse aller uetoQir itilleii Freadein 
Eoch laas ich hinter fnir i^nf immeidar t 

So istclef Geittet Rof anioioh mmtn, 
Mich treibl nkht eit^a, iiditchm TertuMn. 

JDte J^f^tg^nm «o^ Orteou. 

Lopg tiqwagaintt cippreiwop Iwre I fought, 
AiMt for the native Hbertr of foith 
Have bled and tdfer*4 boodi. 



( 



The fi>llowmg Poem is intended to describe the mental coa- 
flicts, as well as ootward sofierings, of a Spaniard, who, 
ftjriiu^ from the relijgioas persecations of his own country in 
the IBdi century, takes refuse with his child in a North 
American forest. The story is supposed to be related by 
himself amidst the wilderness which has afibrded him an 
aiyliun* 



THC FOREi^T SANCTUARY. 



1. 

Tui Toic«8 of my home !— I hear them still ! 
T^ey have been with me throagfa the dreamy night-- 
The blessed household voices, wont to fill 
, My heart's clear depths with unalloyM jdelight ! 
I hear them still unchanf'd :-r<-thoa{^ some from eartii 
Are music parted, and the tones of mirth — 
Wild, silvery tones, that rang thfOugfa days mora bright ' 
Have died in oUiiers, — y€tlo me they come. 
Singing of boyhood back—thQ voices of my home * 

n. 

They call me through this hush of woods^ reposbg 
In the gray silliness of the summer mom, 
lliey wander by when heavy flowers are closing, 
And thoughts grow deep, and winds and start are bom ; 
E*en as a fount's reroember'd gushiogs burfit 
On the parch'd traveller in his hour of thirst. 
E'en thus they haunt me with sweet sounds, till woAi 
By quenchless lootings, to my soul I &ay — ' 

Oh ! for the dove's swift wing^, that I.m]ght flee away, 

• m. 

And find mine ark !-^^et whither ?— I must bear 
A yearning heart withm me to the grave. 
I am of tlwse o'er whom a breath of air— 
Just darkening in its course the lake's bright wave« 
And sighing through the feathei^^ canes (D^hath poirer 
To callup shadows, in the silent hour, 
From the dim past, at from a wizard's cave ! 
So must it be !~Tbe8e skies above me spread. 
Are they my own spft akies ?— ¥e rett not here, my dead ! 

IV. 

Te 6r amidit the toatbem fldwert lie tieepiikgy 
' Tour graves all smiling in the tunthine clear, ^ 
Save QM !— a bluei looe, distant loain it nveepiiif 
iiu[b o*er <im gentle htt^ye reit not here -^^ 
16 
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^"t'lB not the olive, with a whisper swayiog, 
Not thy low ripplings, glassy water, playing 
Through nqy own chesuat groves, which fill mine ear ; 
Bat the faiot echoes in ray breast that dweljl, 
And for their birth>plade moan, as moans the ocean-shell. (2) 

V. ' .' ' ' . 

Peace ! — I will d*^ thef^ fond regrets to earth, 
£v*n as an eagle sbakestbe combering rain^ 
From his^trong pinion. Thou that gav'st me hirth, 
And lineage and once home,~my native Sp&in| 
My own bright land— my father's land— my child*! I 
What hath thy son brought from thee to the Wilds f 
He hath hruUght marks of torture arid the chain, 
Traces of things which pass not as a breeze, 
A blighted name, dark thoughts, wrath, wo — thy gifts are 
these. \ / 

V£. , 

A blighted name ! — I hear the wihds of mom— 
Their sounds are not of this ! — I heair the shiver 
Of the^reen reeds, aiift ali ^le rustlings, borne 
FrtMn the hign forest, when the light leaves quiver : 
Their sounds are fiot of this* r — the cedars, waving. 
Lend it no tone : His wide savannahs laving, 
It is not m|urmar'd by the joyous riv^r ! 
What part hath' mortal name, where God alone 
Speaks to the mighty waste, and through its heart is known ? 

VII. 

Is it not much that I may worship Him^ 
With nau|'ht my spirit's breathings to control, 
And feel Tiis presence in the vast, and djm. 
And whispery woods, wliere dying thunders roll 
Fpoiq the far cataracts ?-^ Shall I not rejoice 
That I haveleam'd at last to know His voice 
From luau^s .'—1 will rejoice !— my soaring soul 
Now hath redeemed her birlh-right of the day, 
Aiid won, thiougli clouds, to Him, her own uofetterM way I 

Vlll. 

And thou, my boy ! that silent at my knee 
Dostlift.to mkie thy soft, dark, earnest eyes, 
FflPd with the love of childhood, which I see 
Pure thro.igh its depths, a thiii^ without disguise ' 
Thou that hast breath'd in slumber on my breast. 
When I have checked its throbs to give iee rest, 
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Mine own ! whose youngs thoughts fresh before me rise ! 
Is it not much that*! may guide thy pi^yer, 
And circle thy glad soul whh free aud heakht'nl air ? 

IX. 

Why should 1 weep oo thy bright head, my boy? 
Witbio thy father's halls thou wilt not dwell. 
Nor lift their banner, wtth a warr'ior*8 joy, s 

Amidst the «xis of mountain chiefs, who fell 
For Spain of old.^-?et what if rolling waves 
Have bQcne us far from our ancestral graves *• 
Thou sbalt not feel thy bursting heart neber 
As mine hath done ; nor bear what, I have borne, 
Casting in falsehood's mould th* indignant brow of scorn. 
■ ' X. ^ 

"this shall not be thy lot, my blessed child { 
I have n6t sorrow*d, struggled, lived in vain— 
Hear me * magnificent aud ancient wild ; 
And mighty rivers, ye that meet the main. 
As deep meets deep ; and forests,^ whose dim shade 
The fl<x>d's voice, and the wind's by swells pervade; 
Hear me i'-^'tis well to die, and not complain, ' 
Yet there are hours when the chargM heart must speak, 
£T'n in the desert's ear to pour itself^ or break '• 



I see an oak before roe, (3) it hath been 
The crown*d one oC the woocU ; and might have flung 
Ita hundred arms to Heaven, still freshly green. 
But a wild vine around the stem hath clung, 
From briHich to branch clq^ wreaths of bondage throwing, 
Till the proud free, before no tempest bowing. 
Hath shrunk and. died, those serpent- folds among. 
Alas ! alas ! — what is it that I see ? 
An image of man's ndnd, land of my sires, with thee - 

XII. 

Yet art thou lovely ! — Sonr is on thy hills - 
Oh sweet and mpurhiul melodies of' Spain, 
That lull'd my boyhood, how your memory thritlfl 
The exile's heart with sudden.-wakeniog pain •'— ^ 
Your sons are on the rocks— that I might hear 
Once more the music of the mountaiueer ! — 
And from the sunny vales (he shepherd's strain 
Float»out, aud ^ils the solitat^ place 
With the old tuneful names of Spain's heroic race. 
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XIII. , 

BvA there was sUenoeone bright, golden day, 
Throi]|;h my own pine-hang mountains. Clear, yet lone, 
In the rich autumn light Uie yinejrards lay, 
And fixxn.the fields the peasant^s voice was gone ; 
And the red grapes untrodden streW'd the eroandy 
And the free flocks untended roamM jaround : 
IVhere was the pa8tor?^-wbere the pipe's wild tone f 
Music and mirth were bush'd the hills among, 
While to the city's gates each hamlet ponr'd its thiong. 

xnr. 

3ileoce upon t^e mountains !— But wrtbin 
The city*s eates a rush— a press^a swell 
Of multitudes their tbrnuit #ay to win; 
And heavy boomings of a dull deep bell, 
A ^d pattse following eadi— like that which parts 
The ^sii of bi11o«vs, holding breathless heart/ 
Fast in the huA of fMt^— knell after knell ; 
And tonnds cf thickening steps, like thunder-rain, 
Tbat|Jltslbetontlie roof of sbme vast ecfaoio|^ jGuw • 

XV. 

^ What pag^Nuit*8 hour appraachM !•— The idlen gate 
Of a strong ancient prison-bouse was thrown 
, Back to the day. And who, m moumfur state. 
Came forth, led sldwly o'er its threshold-stone f 
They that md leam'd, in cells of secret gloom. 
How sunshine is fomotten J—- They, to whom 
The v^ry features of mankind were grown 
Thincs that bewilder'd ! -0*er their dazzled sight, : 
They lifted their wite hands, and cowerM before tM light! 

XVll 

To tfus man brines his brother !— Some were there. 
Who with their desolation hadentwin*d 
Fierce strength, and girt the sternness of desjnir 
Fast round meir bo8(mi8,'ev*nas warriors bind 
The breast-platetxi for %ht : but bi;ow and cheek 
Seem*d theirs a torturing' panoply to speak ! 
And there were some, from whom the very mind 
Had been wrung out : they smird-~-oh ! startling smile 
Whence man*s higli soul is Hed '—whenre doth it sleep thi 
while ? 
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xvn. 

But onward nooved the melancholy train, 
For their false creeds in fiery pangs to die. 
This was the solemo sacrifice of Spain*— 
Heaveo^s ctfering from the land of chivalry ! 
Through thousands, thousands of Ibeir race they roov*d — 
Oh 1 how aniike all others !-^the beiov'd, 
The free, the prood, the beautifiil ! whose eye ' 
Grew fix^d before them, while a peopTe's breath 
Was hush*d, and its one soul bound in the thought of death ! 

XVHL 

It might be that amidst the countless throng, 
There jswell^d some heart with Pity*s weight oppressed, 
For the 'Wide stream of human love^is strong ; 
And woman", on whose fond and faithful breast 
(Childhood is rearM, and at whose knee the sigh 
Of its first prayer is breath*d, she, too, was nigh. 
But life is clear, and the freie footstep bless'd, 
And honoe a sunny place, where each may fill 
Some eye with glistening smites,— and therefore all were 
still— 

XIX. 

All s^ll— youth, courage, strength ! — a winter laid, 
A chain of paky, cast on might and mind ! 
Still, as at noon a southern forest^s shade, 
They stood, those breathless masses of mankind ; 
Still, AS a froten torrent ^—rbut the wave 
Soon leaps to foaming freedom— they, the brave, 
Endur'd— they saw the martyr's place assigned 
In the red flames— whence is the withering spell 
Thai numbs each human pulse ^— they saw, and thought it 
well. 

<XX. ] 

And I, too, thought it well - That very mom 
From a far land I came, 'vet round me oUin^ 
The spirit of my own. No hand had torn 
With aitfortg grasp away the veil which hang 
Betweeh mine eyes abd truth. I gax*d, I saw, ' 

Dimly, as through a glass. In silent awe 
I watch*d the fearful rites ; and if there sprung 
One rebel feeling from its deep founts up,' 
Shuddering, I iiung it backf-as guilt's own poison-cup. 
16* 
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XXT. 

But I was wakeQ*d as the dreamers waken 
Whom the shrill trumpet and the shriek ot' dread 
Rouse up at ^i^uigbt, when tfa^r walls ai« taken, 
And they must battle till their Mood is shed ' ' 
On their own threshold-floor. A path for light 
Through my torn breast was shattered by the might 
Of the swift thunde^ stroke— ^apd freedom's |read 
Came in through xuins, late, yet n^t in vain, 
Making the blighted place all green withlife again. 

XXII. 

Still darkly, slowly* as a sullen mass 
Of cloud, d^rsweeping, without Wind, the sky, ' 
Dream*like I saw the sad procession pass, 
And marked it« victims with'& tearless ey^. 
They mov'd before me bat as^ctures, wrought 
Each to reveal ^bme secret of man V thought. 
Oh the sharp .edge of sad mqrtality» 
Till in his place came one — oh ! could'it he ? 
•—My friend, my heart's first friend'.'— and did I gate oo 
theef 

xxin. 

On thee i with whom in boyhood I had p1ay*d, 
At the grape-^therings, bv my native streams ; 
And to whose eye my youthful soul had laid 
Bare, as to Hieaven^s, its^towing world of dreams ; 
And by whose side ^midst i^arribrs I had stood, 
'And in whose helm wasbrought — oh '• eamMwithblood !— 
The fresh wave to ray lips, when tropic beams 
Smote on my fever'd brow !«^ Ay, years had pass'd, 
Serarh)^' our paths, brave friend '•— and thus we met at last ! 

XXIV. 

I see It stiH.— the lofty mien^thou borest— . 

On thy pale forehead sat a sep8e^o^ power ! 

The veiy look that once thou bnshtlv worest 

Cheering me onward through a ieariul hour, 
; When wc were ght by Indian bow and spear. 

*Midst the white -Andefi — ev*n asiiaoontaui decfr, 

Hemm*d in 017 carop-^ut through the javelia ih6wer„ 

We rent our way» a tempesl of despair I 
-And tbott-^adst thoa bat died widi iby trtti bntlirai 
ttiare! , 
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XXV. 

I call the fond wish back— for thou bast perishM 
More nobly far, mv Alvar !— making known 
The might of truth ;(4) and be thy memory cherishM 
With theirs, th^ thousands, "that aroupd her throne 
Have pourM their lives out Smiling, in that doom 
Finding a triumph, if denied a tomb ! 
— Ay, with their ashes hath the wind been sown, 
And with the wind their spirk shall be spread. 
Filling man*9 heart and home' with records of the dead. 

XXTI. 

Thda Searched of the Soul ! in wliose dread sight 

Not the bold guilt alone, that nK)cks the skies. 

But the 8carce-own*d, unwhisper^d thought- of night, 

As a thibg written with the sunbeam lies ; 

Th^ know'st — whose eye through shade and depth can 

see, ' ' . , 

That this man*8 crime was but to worship thee, 
Like those ^that made their hearts thy sacrifice. 
The caird of yote ; wont by ihe Saviour's side. 
On the dim 011ve>Moantto pray at eventide. 

xspnL 

For the strong spirit will at times iwabe, 
Piercing the mists ibsA wrap her clay-abode ; 

^ And, bom of thee; she may not always take 
Earth's accents for the oracles of God ; 
And ev'n for this— O dust, whose mask is power * , 
Reed, that wouldst be a scourge thy little hour * 
Spark, whereon yet the mighty halh not trod, 

■ And therefore thou destroyest i— where were flown 
Our hope, if mm were left toman's decree alone ? 

xxvni. 

But this I (eH not ret I could but' gaze 
. On him, nn friend ; while that swift moment tfirew 
A ^den freshness back x>n vaniiih'd days. 
Like water-drops on some dim pictdr^'s hue ;\ >; 
Calling the proud time np, when first [ stood 
Where banners floated, -and my heart'» quick blood 
Sprang to a torrent as tfie ctanon blew, 
AJid he'-lHs sword was like a brother's wbrn^ 
Thai wfttdiet throogh the field hia mothei'f yoongeit bonk 
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XXIX. 

But a laii^e met me in that daj's career, 
SfiDseless Ilay amrdsl th* o*er8wee{)ing figl)t. 
Wakening at last-^how full, how strangely clear, 
That scene on memory flashM ! — the, shivery h'gbt, 
Moonlight, on broken shietc)s — ihe plain of slaughter* 
The fountain*9ide— the low sweet sound of watef^ ^ 
And Alvar bending x>'er rae-*from the night 
Covering me with his mantle !-^aII 4he past , 
FlowM back — my soul's far chords all an^wer'd to the blast 

xxx. 

Till, in that rush of visions, I became * 
As one that by the bahds of clumber woiuid. 
Lies with a powerless, but all-thrilling frame,, 
Intense in consciousness of sight and sound, 
Yet buried in a wildering dream which brings 
Lov*d faces rouh(^ him, ^rt with fearfnl things ! 
Troubled ev'n thus I sto^, but chainM^nd bound 
On that familiar form mine eye to keep — ^ » . 

— Alas ! I tnight not fall upon bis neck and w^p f ^ 

xxii. 

He passM me — and what next ? — ^I look*d on two, 
Following his footsteps to the same dread place. 
For the saiae guilt-^his sisters !(5)— Well I knew 
The beauty on those brows, though ekch young face 
Was chang'd — so deeply cbang'd ! — a dungeon's air 
If hard for loved and lovely things to bea^ , > 

And ye, O daughters of a lofty race. 
Queen- like Theresa ! radiant lues ! — ^flowers 
So cherisfaM { were ye then but reared for those dark hours ? 

XXXIL 

A moamful home, young sistei-s ! had ye lefit, 
With your lutes hanging hush*d upon the wall, 
And^shence round the aged man, bereft 
Of each glad voice, once answering to his call. 
Alas, that lonely father ! doom'd to pine 
For sounds departed in his life's decline. 
And, 'midst the shadowing banners of his hall, 
With his white hair,(o sit, anil deem the name 
A hondred chiefs bad borne, cast down by yon to shame K6) 
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xxxm. 

And wo for yoo, 'midst looks and words of love, , 
And eentle hearts and faces, nurs'd so long • 
How nad I seen you in ydur beauty niov;e, 
Wearing the wreath, and listening to the song ! 
— Yet sal, evVtben, what seemed the crpwd to diuni 
Half yetted upon, <he clear pale brow of one, 
And deeper thoughts than oft to youth belong, : 
Tboqghts, such as wake to evening's whispery sway, 
Withini the drooping shade of heir sweet eyelids lay. 

. XXXIT. 

And if Ae niiiigled with the festive train, * 
It was but as some nielancnoly star 
Beholds the dapce of sfaepheid on the platn, 
In its bright stillness present, though afiir. 
Tet would she smile—^and that, too, hath its saiile — 
Circled widi W which wachM her not die while, 
And bearing a lone spirit, not at wa^ .^ 

With eairthly things, but o'er their form and hue 
Shedding too clear a light, too sorrowfiilly true; 

XXXV. X 

But4he daric hours wring ibrth the hidden mf;ht 
Which hath lain bedded in the silent soul, 
A treasure all undreamt of ;— as the night 
Calls out the harmonies of streams that toll ' 
Unheard by day. It seem'd as if her breast 
Had hoarded energies, till theii suppress'd ^ 

, Almost with pain, and bursting from control. 
And Ending nrst that hour their pathway free : 

— Could a ro$e brave tl^e storm, such inight her eml^em be ! 

XXXVL 

For the soft gloom whose shadow still had hung 
On her fair brQW, beneath its garlands worn. 
Was fled ; and 6rc, like prophecy's had sprung, 
Clear, to her kindled eye. It might be scorn- 
Pride — sense of Wjong — ay, the frail heart is bound 
By these. at times, ev'n as with adamant round, 
Kept so from breaking '—yet not thus uplwme * 

Sbe noov'd, through some sustaining passion's wave 
liifted^er fervent sbul—a sister for the brave ! 
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XXXVII. 

And yet, alas ! to see the strehg^h which cUo^s 
Bound woman in such hour? J— «^ mournful sights 
Though jovely ! — an tferflowing of the springs. 
The ful I springs of affection , deep as bright '• 
And'she, because her life is ever twin'd 
With other lives, and by no stormy wind 
May thence be shaken, atid because the lig^t 
^f ten^jemes* is round her, and her^ye . 
Doth wdepi such p^sflionate tears— therefore she tl^ns can die. 

xxxvm. 

Therefore didst fftihi, through that heart- flaking sceiie» 
As through a triumph mo?e \ and cast aside 
Thine own sweet tfaoughtfulness for victory's mien, 
O faithful sister *• cheering thus the guide, 
Abd iriend, and brother dfthy sainted ydntb; ' 
Whose hand had led thee to the source ot truth, / 
Whei^ fhv glad soul irgm earth was puHfied; 
Nor wouldst thou, following him through all die past. 
That he «hoald tee thy step gi;ow liemidousat last^ 

XXXIX. 

. For thpu hadst'made ho deeper love a guest 
?Mid8t thy young spirit's dreams, than that which growi 
Between the nnrtur*d^f the same fond brea^, > 
The shelt6r*d of one roof ; and thus it rose 
TwinM in with life.— How is it, that the hours 
Of the same sport, the gathering .early flowers 
Round the same, tree, the sharing one repose, 
And mingling one first prayer in murmurs soft^ 
Ffoni the heart's memory fade, in this world's breath, so oft ? 

•XL. 

But thee that breath had touched nrot ; thee, nor him. 
The true In all things found *■ — and thou wert blest 
Ev'n then, that.no remember'-d change could dim 
The perfect image bf affection, press'd 
- Like armour to thy bosom ! — thou hadsl l^ept 
Watch by that brother*s. couch of pain, and wept, 
' V Thy sweet face cohering with thy robe, when rest 
Fled from the sufferer ; thou ha.d$t bound his faith 
Unto thy soul—eoe li^kt, one hope ye chose— one death. 
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XLI. 

So didflt thou pass en brightiv !^bat far b^r, 
Nest in that path, how may ner dooin be spoken • 
— ^AU-niercifol • to think that 6uch things were,^ 
And af «, and seen by men with hearts unbroken ! 
To tbink of that fair Kii^l, whose path had been 
So stMw'd'with rose-leaves, all one fairy scene : 
And whose quick glance came ever as a token 
Of hope to droopinp^ thought, and her glad voice^ 
Ai ft free bird's in spring, that makes tb^ woods rejoice ! - 

XLII. 

Aod she to die ! — s^ lov*d. the laughing ^arth 
With such deep joy in its fresh leaves iind flowers ! 
— ^Was not her smile even as the sudd^ birth 
Of a young rainbow, colouring vernal showers • 
Yes ' but to meet 6er fawn-like^ step, to hear 
The gu^>8of wiid'song, so silvery clear, . 
Which, oft unconsciously, b happier hours 
Fk>w'd froh> ber lips, was to forget the sway 
Of Tin^ and Death beIoW,-^bl1ght; shadow, dull decay ! 

XUII. 

Could this change be?— Ihc hour, the scene, where last 
I saw that form, came floating o>r my mind : 
— A golden vintage- eve ; — 4be beats were passed 
And, in the A^sbness of the^anning wind. 
Hep' father sat, where gleamM the flrst faint star 
Through the lime-boughs; and with her light guitar, 
She, on the greensward at his feet reeling, 
In his cahn 4ce laugh*d up; some shepherd^lay 
Singing, as childhood sings on the lone hills at play. 

XLIV. 

And now— oh God!-^the bitter fear of. death, 

TheK>re amaze, the faint b'crshadowing dread, i 

Had pasp^d her • — painting in her quioc-cTrawn breath, I 

And m her white lips quivering; — onward led, 
She lookM up with her dim faewilder'd eyes,. j 

And there smilM out ber owki soft brillif|nt skies,^ I 

Far in their sultry southern aiure spread, ' " ^ 

Glowing with joy, but silent ! — still they emil'd, ■ 

Yet sent down no reprieve for eartbs' poor trembling child. 
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XIV. 

Alas .'x^that earth bad all too strong a hold. 
Too fast, sweet Inez ! on thy heart, whose bloom , 
Was gfiven to early 4ove, nor know how cold 
The hours which follow; There wasf one, with whoBi, 
Young as thoti wert, and gentle, and untried, 
Tbou mSght*st, perchance^^ unshrinkingly have died ; 
<Bat he was far away; — and with thy doom 
Thus gathering, life grew so intensely dear. 
That all thy slight frame shook with its cold mortal fear I . 
XLVr. 

No aid !— thou too didst pass !-^and all bad passed, 
The /earful7-«i|d the desperate — and the strong 1 ' 
Some like (be bark that rushes with th^ blast. 
Some like the leaf sWepf shiveringly along, 
And some as men, that have but one more field 
To fight, and then may sluraCer on their shield, 
Therefore they arm in hojpfe. But now the throng 
Roird on, and bbre me with their living tide, 

£v*n ^s a, bark wherein is left no p6wer to guide. 
. XLVIL 

Wave swept otk wave. We reach'd a stately squace, 
' Deck'd for the ntes. An altar «tood tm high. 

And gorgeous, in the midst. A place for prayer, . , ^ «. 

And praise, and offering. Could the eartp supply 

No kmts, no dowers for sacrifice, of all / 

Which to her sunny lap unh^ded fall ^ 

No fair young firsUpg of the flock toKlie, 

As whei\ before their God the Patiiarchs stood ? . 

->Look dowh ! man brings thee. Heaven ! his brot{iei'8 guilt- 
, less blood! .. / -, 

XLvm. ' ' 

Hear its Voice, hear !-^ cry goes up to thee. 
From the stainM sod; — make thou thy judgment knowa 
On him, the shedder! — ^let his portion be ' . 

!the fear that walks at midnlght-^ivc the nboan 
In the wind haunting him a pov^er to say 
»* Where is thy brother ?*•— and the stars a ray 
To search and shake his spirit, when alone 
With the dread splendour of their burning e;^es ! 
<^So bball earth own thy wUt«*fflercy, not sacrifice f 
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XUX. 

Sounds of triump^iant praise ! — the mass was son^-^ 
-— y<Hces that die not might have pourM such straips ! 
Through Satem*s towers might that proud chant have rung, 
When the Most High, on Syrians padhy plains, 
, Hadquell'd her foes! — tso full it swept, a sea 
Of loud* waves jubilant, and rolling free ! 
Oft when the wmd, as through resounding ianes, 
Hath fiU'd the choral forests With itspoWer, v 
Some deep, (one brings me babk the music of that hoar. 



It died away ;—:^eincense^Ioud was driven > 

Be&ixe the breeze — the words of doom were said ; 

'And the sun faded mournfully from heaven, 

— ^He fkded moUrtifuUy 1 and dimly red. 

Farting in clouds from those that lookM their last. 

And sigh'd—" Farewell, . thou siin !"— Eve glow'd and 

passed— 
Night-^idnight and th^ nabon^-came forth and shed 
Sleep, (even as dew, on glen^ wood, peopled spot-^ 
Save one-^ place of deam — and thtere men slumberM not. 

. U. 
'Twas ,not withiuthe city (7) — but in sight 
Of ihe snow-crbwn'd sierras, ireely sweeping, 
With many an eagle*s eyrie on the height. 
And hunter^s cabin, by the torrent peeping , 

Farpff: and vales between, and vineyards lay, 
With soUnd and gleam of waters on their way. 
And chesnut^^woMisi that girt the happ^ sleeping. 
In many a p^asant-homb ! — The midnight sky 
Brought softly that rich woHd round those who came to die. 

LII. 

Th6 darkly-gloribus midnight sky of Spain, 
Burning With stars . — What had iho torches' glare, 
To dp beneath that Temple, and profdiue 
Its holy radiance ?-^By their wavering flare, 
I saw beside the pyres — l see thee now, 
O bright Theresa ! with thy lifted brow. 
And thy clasp'^d hanclj, ^d dark eyes filPd with prayer .' 
Aud thee,.8ad Inez .' bowing thy rair head, 
Apd mantlmg up thy face, all colourless, with dread .* 

17 
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And Alvar, Alvar ! — ^I beheld thee too, 

Pale, steadfast, Innglj ; till thy clear ^laoce fell 

00 that youngs sister ; then pertnrb'd it grew, ^ ' 
And all thy labouring besom seem'd to sw^U 
With painful tenderness. Why came I there, 
That troubled imiupe of my friend to bear 
Theujce, for my adfer-years ? -*a thing to dwell 

In my hearths core, and on the darkness rise^ 
Disquieting my dreams with its bright mournful eyes ? 

Why came I ? oh ! the heart's deep mysteiy !— Why 

In mti^s last hour doth vain affection^s gaxe^ 

Fix itself down pn struggling agony. 

To the dimm*d eye-balls freezing, 'as they glaze ? 

It might be— yet the power to will seem'd o*er^- 

That my soul yeam*d to hear his voice once mere ! 

But mine was fettered !'— 'inute in strong amaze, 

1 watched his i^athres as the night-wind blew, 

And torch-light or the mooh^ pass*d o*er their maibla hue. 

LV. 

The trampling of a steed I— a tall white steed. 
Rending his fiery way the crowds among^— 
A storm*s way through a forest— came at speed. 
And a tf ild voice cried ** Inez ."* Swift she flung 
The mantle frum her face, and ^zM around. 
With a ftiint shrieli at that familiar sound, 
And from hi^ seat a breathless rider sprung. 
And dash*d off fiercely those who came to part, 
And rttsh*d to that pale girl, and daspM her to his heart 

LVV 

And for a^moment all^roundgave war 
To that full burst of passion !^— on his breast, 
LikfB a bird panting yet from fear she Iky, 
But blest — in misery's very lap -y*t blest f— 
Oh love, love, strong as death ! — from sadi an h(ter ^ 
Preasiog out joy by Utiije iinmortal pr^er. 
Holy and fervent love I had earth l)ut rest 
For thee and thine, this world were all too feir ! , 
How could we thence be wean'd to dife without despair? 
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LVII. 

Bot sbe— as M\s a wiUow from tha storm, , 
0*er its own river streamiiig<-»thu8 seclinM, 
Od the yoQth's bosom hung her fragHe (brm^ 
Apd clasping arms, so passionately twin*d 
Aroond his neck— with such a trusting fold, 
A full deep sense of safety in their hold. 
As if naueht earthly mig^t th* embrace unbind ! 
Alas ' a childVfona faith, beljevinr still 
Its mother*8 breast beyond the lightning's reach to kill ! ' 

Lvm. 

firief rest! upon Ibe taming billow's hewht, 
A strange sweet moment oTsome heaven^ strain, . 
Floating between the savage gusts of night. 
That sweep' the seas to foam! Soon dark again 
" The boap---the scene— th' intensely present, mdi'd 
Back on her spirit, and her large tears gush'd 
Like blood-drops from a victim ; with swift raiil 
Bathing' the bosom where she lean*d that hour, ^ 
Ai if her life, would melt into th' o'erswelling shoiwer. 

LIX. 

But be, wboH nnn sustain^ her !-K>h ! I knew 
'Twas vain, and yet he hop*d !-^he fondly strove 
Bkck from^her foith her sinking soul to woo, 
As life might yet be hers ! — A dream of love 
Which could not look upon so fair a thing. 
Remembering how like nope, like joy, like spring, 
Her smile was wont to glance, her step to move, 
And deem that men incfeed, in very truth, 
Ckhdd mean the sting of death for her soft flowering yoath ! 

UL ' 

He woo'd her back to life.— ^* Sweet Ines, live ! 
My blessed Inez!— visions have l)eguil*d 

~ Thy heart-- abjure them !-— thou wert ft>rm*d^ give, 
And to find,, joy ; and hath not sunshine smil'd 
Aroupd thee eter ? Leave me not, mine own ! 
Qlt earth will g^w too dark '—for thee alone, 
yTbee have I lov*d, thou gentlest \ from a child. 
And borne thy Image with me o'er the sea, . 

Thy soft voice in my soul :— Speak !— 9h • yet live for me !•* 
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She lookM up wUdly ; there were enxious eyes 
Waiting that look-— md eye6 of troubled thought, 
Alvar*s— Theresa's !-^Did her childhood rise, 
With all its pure and home'aflfections fraug^it, 
In the brief glance ?— ^She clas^*d her haiMSrrthe strife 
Of love, faith, fear, and that yain dream of life, 
Within her woman's breast 'So deeply wrought. 
It seemM as if a reed so slight and v^eak 
Must, in the rending stoim'nbt quiver oiily-— break ! ^ 

Lxn. 

And thus it waair-<h« young cheek flnshM and fitdod, 
As the swift blood io currents came and went. 
And hues of death the marble brow b'ershaded. 
And the sunk eye a watery lustre sent 
Through its white fluttering lids. Their trea^>liog)i (itsi'd 
O'er the frail form, that shook it, as the blast 
Shakes the sere leaf, until the spirit rent 
Its way tp peace — the fearful way onknowih*-' 
Pale in love's arms she lay-^i^ /—what hadtov'd was g|OBa ! , 

loan. 

Joy for thee, trenMer !— Ifaoa redeen^d one, joy ! 
Young dove set free ! earth, ashes, soulless clay, 
Remained for baffled vengeance to destroy ; 
— T^y.chain was riven !--HM>r hadst thou cast away 
Thy hope in thy last hour !-^thoua;h k>ve was there 
Striving to wring thy troubled soul from prayer, 
And life seem'd robed in beautiful array, 
Too feir to leave !-^but this might be forgiven. 
Thou wert so richly crowri'd wHh precious ^Ffts of Henven ! 

LXiV. 

But wo for him who felt the heart grow still, 
Which, with its weight of agonv, had lain 
Breaking on his ! — l^rarce ,could the mortal chill 
Of the hush'd bosom, ne'er to heave again. 
And all the silence curdling round the eye. 
Bring hmne the stem belief that she could die. 
That she indeed could die I — for wild and vain 
As hope m\^ be— his soul hitd hoped— 'tWas O'er— 
•^Sfowly bis^liog arms dropp'd from the foim they bor^ 
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XLV. 

Tbey forc'd liim from that fpot.*— It mis^bt be well, 
That the fierce, recklesa words by anguish wrung 
From his torn breast, all aimless as they fell, .. 
Like spray-drops from the strife of torrents flung, 
Weve mark*d as guilt^ There are, who note these,thinga 
Against the smitten heart ; its freaking strings 
— 4)n whose low thrills once gentle music hung^ 
With a rude hand of touch unholy trying) 
And ompberiog them as crunes, the deep, strange . to&es re- 
plying. 

LXVr. 

But ye in solemn jfly, O hiihM pair ! 
Stood gazing on your parted sisf«r't dii^t ; 
I saw yiMir features by the torches glai^ 
And they were brightening with alie^vf nwaid trust! 
I saw the doubt) ti^ iiri£:iii£h, the djamay» 
Melt frum my Alvar^s glorious mien away. 
And pfeate waa ihef^^tbq calmne&s of tlie just ! 
And, D€iidi[^g down tbe alumberer^s brow to kiss, 
**-!Jhj pest ie won," he raid j---" sweet sister ' praise fortius !" 

LXVIL 

I started as from sleep ;-^yes ! be had spoken— * 
A breeze had troubled memo^*8 hidden source ! 
At once the torpor of my soul was broken-* 
Thought, feeling, passion, wofe^ Hi tenfold force. 
•—There are son breathings in the southern wind, 

■ That so your ice*chains, O ye streams ! unbind, 
And free the foaming swiftness of your course I 
—I burst from those that held roe back, and fell 

Ceo on his neck, 'and cried-^" Friend, brother ! fore thee 
well!" 

LXVUI. . 

r Did> not say wFar^vfell?"— Alas! nobrebth 
Canoe to mine. ear. Hoarse murmurs from the thtotig 
Told that the mysteries in the foce of death 
Had froqi their eager sight been veil*d too long. 
And we were parted as the surge might part 
' Those that would die together, true of heart 
— i?ts hour was come — but in mine anguish strong, 
Like a fierce swimmer through the midnight sea, 

Blindly I rusbM away from that which was to be.. 
17* 
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Awky— away I rush'd !— bat swift and high- 
The arrowy pillars of the firelight grew. 
Till the traiispai«at darfcness of the sky 
Flush'd to a blood-red mantle in their hue ; ^ 
And, phaDtom-like, the kindling c^it^-, seemed 
To spread, float, wave, as on the Jwind they streamM, 
With their wild splendour chasing roe ! — I knew 
, The death-work was begun— I veii'd mine ^es,- , 
Tet stopp'd in spell-bouod fear Iq catch the victims* cries. 

WCX. " 

What heard I then ? — a ringing shnek of ^n, 
Surh as for ever haunts the torturM ear ? ^ 

I heard a sweet and solenm-bi^eatbing strain 



Piercingtfae flames, uninennilous and clear 1 / 
— The^rich, trhimphal tone^ !— I know them well, 
As they came floating with a breezy swell ! 
Man^s voice. was there — a clarion voice to ch^er 
In &e mid-battle^av, to turn the flyings '. 
Womaa^s— that might havci aung of ifearen baside <he 'dylog- ! 

IXXL 

It was a fearful, yet a glorious thkg. 
To hear that hymn of martjrrdom, and know 
That its glad stream of melody could spring , 
Up from th^ unsounded gulfs m human wo ! 
Alvar ! Tharesa ! — what is deep ? what strong? , 
God*8 breath within the soul !— It fiird that song 
From your victorioua voices ! — but the glow 
^ On the hot air and lurid, skies increasM—- 
—Faint grew the 8ound»--more faint-^I Iisten*d—they h«d 
ceftsM! 

lxxil 

And d)on indeed badst perish'd, my souPs friend ! , 
I Might form other ties — but thou alone 
Coumst with a glance the veil of dimness kend« 
By other years o'er boyhood*s memory thrown ! 
Others might aid me onward ^— Thou' and I 
Hadtaoingled the fresh. thoughts that early die, . • 
Onoe flowerhig^never more \ — ^And thon wcsil gone ! 
Who could give back n^yoQ&, my spirit £ree. 
Or be in angbt again what thou hadst been to me ? 
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LXXIII. 

And yet I wept thee not, tfaoo true and brave i 
I c«old*oot weep ! — there gather*d round tbv name 
Too deep a passion l^-thw. denied a grave T - 
Thmi, with the bli^tflung on thj soldier's fame ! 
Hftd 1 not known thy heart ftom childhbod's time ? 
' Tbv heart of hearts f — and cquldst thou -die for crime ? 
— ^Q ! had all earth decreed that death of shame, 
I would have set, against all earth's decree^ 
"Th* linalienable trust of my firm toUA in thee ! 

xxxrv. 

There are swift' hours in life^strong, rushing hours. 
That do the work of tempests in their mi^ht I 
They sh^e down things that stood as rocks and towers. 
Unto th* uqdoubtiogmind ; — they pour in light 
Where it but startles — like a burst of day 
Fdr which th' uprooting of an oak makes Way ;•« 
They Sweep the colouring mists from off our sight, 
Tiiey touch with fire, iliougbt's grav«^n pag)e, the roll 
Stamprd with past yeilrS — and lo fit shrivels as a scroll I 

t%XV, 

And this was of sudi hours' !— the sudden ^ow 
Of my soul's tide seera'd wl^elmingme ; the glare 
Of the red flames, yet rocking to and fro, 
ScorcfaM up n^ heart with breathless thint for ^ir. 
And solitude, and freedom. It had been 
Well with me then, in some vast desert ^ne, 
To pour my voice out, for the ^inds to bear 
On with them, wildlv questioning the sky, 
'Fiercefy Ui^ untroublea stai-s, of Wn's dim destiny. 

1 would have q!Bll*d,ad^ng the dark docid ; 
To the roost ancient Heavens I would have said 
—-«• Speak to me ! show me truth !" ($)— through night aloud 
I would have cried to him, the newly dead, 
«« Come back ! and show me truth !"-^My Spirit seem'd 
Gasping for some free burst,' its darkless teem'd 
Wim such pent storms of jthoug^t !-^again I fled — 
I fled, ft refuge from man's fiice to gain, 
-Scarce cOoscioas when I pau^d^ entering ft lonelf ftne. 
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A migfaty^mmster, dim, and proud, and vast I 
Silence was rouna the sleepers, whom iU floor 

^ Shut in the grave ; a shadow of the past, 
A memoiy of the sained steps that wore 
Er^while its gorgeous pavement, seemM to brood 
Like mist upon me stately solitude, 
A halo pf sad &nie to mantle o'er 
Its white sepulchral forms of mail-clad men, 

And all wasliushM as night in some dMp;A.lpiiie glen^ . 

LXXYUh 

More bush'd, far more ! — for there the wipid sweeps by. 
Or the wtx>ds tremble to the streams^ lodd p)ay ! 
Here a strange echo made my very sigh 
Seem for the place top much a Sound of day ! 
Too much my footstep broke the moonlight, filing, 
Tet arch through arch in one soft flow pervading; 
And I stood still :— jprayer, chant, had died away, 
Tet past me floated a fbneral breath 
Of incense—I stood still— <» before God and death ! 

For thick ye nrt me round, ye loog-denatted ! (9> 
Dost — imaged form— with cross, and sbield, and crest \ 
It 8eem*d as if your ashes would have Started, 
Had a wild voice burst forth above your rest ! 
Tet ne*er, perchance, did worshipper of yore 
9ear to vour thrilling presence what / bore 
Of wratth—doubt-*^angui8h— battling in the breaA ! 
I Could have pourM out words, on that pale air. 
To make your proud tombs ring :-H:io, no ! I could not there.' 

LXJTX 

Not *midst those aisles, through which' a thousand years 
Mutely as clouds and reverently had swept; . 
Not bv those shrines, which )ret the trace of tears 
And kneeling votaries On their marble kept ! 
¥e were too mighty in your pomp of gloom' 
And trophied age, O temple, altar, tomb ! 
And you, 3re dead !— for^in that faith ye slept. 
Whose weight had.groWn a mountain's on my heart* 
Which could not there be loos'd.— I tum'd me to depart 
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LKXXl . 

1 tttra*d>-what gIliBnier*d fiuntiy oo my siglit, 
Faint Iv^ yet bri^teniiig^ as a wreath gf soovr 
Seed tfaroorh dinohring haze !— The mono, the night, 
Had wanea, and dawn pour'd in ;-^ray, 8badoirj» tktWt 
Tet day-spiring still !— n solemn llue it canght, 
Piercing tne storied windows, darUy frau^t 
With stoles and draperies of imp^al glow ; 
And soft, and, sad, that colouring gleam was thrown, 
l¥b8re, pale, a pictured form abo^ the altar shone. 

Thy hrpa^ thon $60 of God I-hi wrathful deep. 
With foam, and cloud, and tempest round ihf^ spread, 
And such ^ weight of night ! — a night, when sleep 
From the fierce recking of the billows fled. 
A bark 8)iow*d dim bevond thee, with its mast' 
Bow*d, and its rent sail shiyering to the blast; 
Bat, like a spirit in thy gliding tread,^ 
Thon, as o*er glass, diost walk that 8ton% sea 
Thsough lushing winds, w|uch left a silent path for tbeei 

upaaau 

So still thy white robes fell !--no breath of air 
Within their loo^ and slumberous fc^lds hadswayl 
Sos^l the -waves of parted, shadowy hair 
From thy clear bro^ flowed droqpingly away I 
Dark were the heavens above thee. Saviour :— dark 
The eulfs, Deliverer ! ronnd the straining bark ! 
Bat tboo !— o'er all thine aspect and anay 
WaspcSar'd one stream of [^Ib, broad, silvery light^- 
Hkni wert the single star of thai all-shrouding night! 

LXXXIV. 

Aid for one sinking !— Thy tone brightness gleamed 
On ^is wild f^ce, just Wftea o*er the wave, , 
Widi its worn, fearful, human look that 8eem*d 
To cry through surge and blast — " I perish — save !* / 
Not to the wihds — not vainly ! — thpu wert nigh. 
Thy hand was stretch'd to fainting agony, 
Even in'the portals of th* unquiet grave 1 
O thou that art the life ! and yet didst bear 
Too much of mortal wo to turn iftro mortal prayer ! 
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LXXXV. 

But wai it noi a thing to rise on death, " 

With its remeqnberM light, that face of thine, ^. 
Redeemer I .dimm'd by this veorld^s jnistj breath, 
Yet moumfuHy,ni7iteriQUsl7 divine? 
— Oh ! that calm, sorrowful, prophetic eye. 
With it dark depths of grief, love, maiesty ! 
And the pale glory of the brow f-r-a shrine 
Where power sat veilM, yet.shedditig 8f»fUy round. 
What told that thou couldst be but fora tin)e unprown'd ! 

And more than all, the Heaven of that sad smile ! - 
The lip x>f mercy, our.'immortal'trust ! 
Did not that look, that veiy^ look, erewhile,. ^ , 

Pour its o'ershadowM beauty on the dust ? 
Wert thou not such when earth's dark cloud hung o*er thee ! 
Surely thou wert ! — my heart grew hush*d before tbee, 
Sinking with all its passions, as the gust 
Sank at thy voice, along its billdwv way : 
-*:What had I there to do, but kneel, and weep, «nd pray f 

LZXXYII. 

Amidst the stillness rose my^pirit?8 cjy. 
Amidst th6 dead—** But that full cup of wo, 
PressM from the fruitage of mortality, 
Saviour ! — for thee — give light ! that I may know 
If by thy will, in thine all-healing namej 
Men cast downimman hearts to Slitting shame. 
And earlv death — and say, if this be so, 
Where then is mercy ?•— whither shall we flee, 
So unallied to hope, save by our hold on thee ? 

lAXXVill. 

'* But didst thoQ not, the deep sea briehtly treading, 
Lift from despair ihat struggler with the.waye f 
And Wert thou not, sad tears, yet awftil, shedding. 
Beheld, a weeper at^ mortaPs grave ? 
And is this weight of anguish, which thiey bind 
On life, this searing to the quick of mind. 
That but to God its own free path would crave. 
This crushing out of hope, and k)ve, and youth. 
Thy vriW indeed ?-.Give light ! that I may know th« truth ! 
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LXXXJX. . 

^* For my sick soul is darken*d unto death, 
"With shadows from the suffering it hath seen ; 
The strong foundations of mine ancient faith ^ , 
Sink from beneath me-^whereon shall 1 lean ? 
—Oh ! if from tiiy pure lips was wrung the sigh 
Of tb&dust^s anguish • if like man to die, 
— And earth round him shuts heavily— ••hath been 
Even t^ thee bitter, aid me !-r-guide me ! — turn 
My wild and wanderipg thoughts back froip their starless 
bourne I"' * ' 

xc. " , 

And oalmM I rose :— but' how the' while had risen 
Mom's orient'suo, dissolving iiiist and shade ! 
—Could there indeed be wrong, or chain, or prison, 
In the bright wortc^ si(ch radiance.might pervade ? 
It filUd'thefane^ it mantled the pale form . ' 
Whicli rose before me through the pictured storm. 
Even the gray tombs it kindled and arravM 
With life !^-hQjv hard to see thy raCe b^^uo, ■-, ' 
And U^ihk man wakes to grief, wakening to thee., sun ! 

. , XCI.' 

I sought my home again t--and thou, my xihild, 
There at thy play beneath yon ancient pyae^ 
With'eyeSf who^ lightning laughter (10) hath begoil'd 
A th($usand pangs, thence flashing joy to mine ; 
Thou in thy mother's arms, a babe, didst m^et , 
li^y comilkg withyovTng smiles, which yet, though sweet, 
Seemed on my soul tilK mournfully to shine. 
And ask a happier heritage for thee, ^ > • ^ 

Than but in turn the blight of human hope to see. 

XCII. 

Now sport, few thou artJrec— the bright birds chasing,. 
Whose wings waft star-liklb gleams Trom trc^ to tree ; 
Or with the fawn, thy «wifti wood -playmate rtfcin^ 
Sport on„my joyous child !' for thou art free ! 
Yes, on that day I took thee to my heart. 
And inly vow' dy for thee a better part 
To choose ;' that .so thy sunny bnrsts of glee 
Should wa^e do m6re dim thoughts of far-seen wo, ^ 
But, gladdening'fearless eyes, flow on<— as noiv they flow. 



i 
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XCIIL 

Tboo hast a rich world round thee :-*Miefaty shade* 
Weavhig their gor^eoas tracery o'er tfaj head, 
With the light melting through their high arcades 
As through a pillarM cloisters :(11) but the dead) 
Sleep not beneatii ; nor doth the sunbeam pass 
To marble shfines through rainbow-tinted glass; 
Yet thou, by fount and forest-niurmnr led 
To worship, thou art blest !^~to thee is shown 
Earth in her holy pomp, deckM for her God alone.. 
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PART SECOND. 



Wiediese Irene Uebe Seele 

Vonibrem Gluibea toU, 

Der gftox alMa 
Ihr tetig^ Bnaefaend iff, sieh heiliff qttiile« , 
Dau lie ded liebften HMmverloMn balten loll ! 

Fmut. 

I ndv«r smile niAre— but all my days 

Walk witb still footsteps and wttfa huiiible qres, 

An eTerlastin? bynin witbin ny souU 

WiUM. 



B9in4) me the sounding: of the torrent-water 
With ^et d nearer sWell-^fresh breeze, awake ! (12) , 
And nver, darkening ne^er with hues of slaughter 
Ti^wave^spnre silvery ^reeo, — and diiniog lake. 
Spread &r Defore my cabm, with thy zone 
Of ancient wpods, ye chainless things and loide ! 
Send voices Uirough the forest aisles, and make 
Glad music round me^ that my soul may dare, ' 
CheerM by such tones, to look back on a dungeon's air I 

XL 

Oh, Indian hunter of the desert's race ! 
That with the spear at times, or bended bow» . 

Bost cross my footsteps in the fiery chase 
Of the swift elk or blue hill's flying roe ; 
Thou that beside the red night fire thou heapest, 
Beneath tiie cedars and the star-light sleepest. 
Thou know*st not, wanderer— fiever miey'st thou know !«- 
0{ the daik holds wherewith man cumbers earth. 
To shtit from human eyes the dancing seafion^s mirth. 
18 



I 
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m. 

There, fetter'd down from dayr to think the wl^ile 
How bright in Heaven the festal son is glowing, 
Making earth's lokieliest places, with his smile, • 
Flush like the rose ; and now the streams are flowing 
With sudden sparkles through the shadowy grass, 
And water-flowers, all trembling as they pass.; 
And how the rich dark sommer-trdes are bowing 
With their fuH foliage ; — this to know, and |>ine ^ 
Boond onto midaight*s heart, seems a stern lot-^Uwai mine. 

IV. 

Wherefore was this f — Because my soul had drawn 
Light from the book whose words are graved in light ! 
There, at its well-head, had I found the dawn. 
And day, and noon of freedom :-^but too bnght 
It shines on that which man to man hath given. 
And calPd the truths— the very truth, from Heaven! 
And therefore seeks be, in his brother's si^ht, 
To cast the mote ; and therefore strives to oind 
With bis strong chains to earth, what is nHot earth^s^— the 
mind! . ' 



It is a wearv and a bitter task 
Back (rom the lip the burning word to keep, 
And to shut out Heaven's air with falsehood's mask, 
And in the dark urn of the soul to heap 
Indignant feelings— making even of thought 
A' buried treasure, which may but i>e sought 
When shadows are abroad-— and niglit— and deep.. 
I might not brook it long ~ and thus w^ thrown 
Into that grave-like ceH, to wither there alone, 

VI. 

And I a child of danger, whose delights 
Were on dark btlls and many-sounding seas— 
I, that amidst the Cordillera heights 
Had given Castif ian banners to Uie breeze, 
And me full circle of the rainbow seen 
There, on the snows i(13) and in my country been 
A mountain wanderer, from the Pyrenees 
To the Morena crags— how left I not 
life, or the goal's life quenched, on that sepulchral spot ? 
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vn. 

Because Thou didst not leave me, oh, my Gk>d ! 
Thou w^rt with those that bore the truth of old 
Into the deserts fcom the oppressor's rod. 
And made the cayerns of the rock their fold, 
And in the hidden chambers of the dead. 
Our guitjin^ lamp with fire immortal fed,, 
A bd met wnen stars met, by their beams to hold 
Th^ free heart's communing with Thee, — and Thou 
Wert va the midst, felt, own*d — the strengtfiener'th^n as now ! 

VIH. 

Yet once 1 sank. Alas ! man's wavering mind • 
Wherefore and w^nce the gusts that o'er it blow ? 
How they bear with (hem, floating unoombjn'd. 
The shadows of the past, that come and go. 
As o'er the deep the old I<Hig- buried things. 
Which a storm's working to the surface brings ! 
Is the reed shaken, and must we be so. 
With eveiy wind !r-So, PatherJ tnust we be, 
Till we ca^ nx undimm'd our steadfast eyes on Thee. 

IX. 

Once my soul died ^itfiin me* What had thrown 
That sickness o'er it ? — Even a passing thought 
Of a clear spring, whose side, with flowers o'ergrown, 
Fondly and oft my boyish steps had sought ! 
Perchance the damp roof's water-drops, that fell 
Just then, low tinkling through my vaulted cell. 
Intensely heard amidst the stillness, caught 
Some tone from memom of the music, swelling 
Ever with that fresh rill, ilrom its deep rocky dwelling. 



But so my spirit's fever'd longings wrought. 
Wakening, it might be, to the faint sad sound, 
That nt>m the darkness of the walls they brought 
A lov'd scene round me, visibly around. (14^ 
Yes ! kindling, spreading, brightening, hue by hue. 
Like stars from midnight, through "the gloom it grew. 
That haunt, of youth, hope, manhood ! — till the bound 
Of my shut cavern seem'd dissolv'd, abd I 
. Girt by the solemn hills and burning pomp of sky. 
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Xf. 

I look*cl— and \o ! (he clear broad river Bowingy 
Past the old Moorish rain od the steep, 
The lone tower daric against a heaven aU g;1oiving^. 
Like seas of glass and fire ! — I saw the sweep 
Of elonous woodf far down the mountain side. 
And th^ir still shadows in the gleaming tidef 
And the red evening on its wares asleep ; 
And hnidst the scene — oh ! more fiwn all— there sroH^d 
My child*a fair face, and hers, the mother of Oijr child ! 

XII. 

With th$ir soft ejres of lore and gladness fais'd 
Up io the i^shiog sky, as when we stood 
Last by that river, ind in silence gazM 
On- the rich world of sonset :-4>at a flood 
Of sudden tenderness my soul oppre8s*d, 
And ImshVl forward with avearuing breast. 
To clasp-^-^las ! ' a vision ! Wave and wood, 
And gentle faces, lifted in the light 
Of day^s last hectic blush, all melted from my ta^t 

Then daikness ! oh ! ' th* unutterable gloom 
That seem'd asoarrowing round me, making^ less 
And less my dungeon, when, with all its bkom. 
That bright dream vanished from my loneliness ! 
It floated off, the beautiful !--yet left 
Such deep thirst in my soul, that thus bereft, 
I lay down, sick with passioo's vain excess. 
And pray*d to die. — How oft would sorrow weep 
Her weariness to death, if he might come like sleep ! 

XIV. 

' But I was rous*d— and how .^— It is no tale 
Even *mid8t thy shades, thou wilderness, to tell ! 
I would not have my boy's young cheek made pale 
Nor haunt his sunny rest with what befi^Il 
In that drear prison-house. — His eye must grow 
More dark with thouppht, more earnest his rair brow. 
More high his heart m youthful strength must swell ( 
So shall It fitly bum when all is told :— 
Let childhood's radiant mist the free child yet enfold ! 
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XV. 

It is enough that tbioagh such heavy hours. 
As wring us by. our fellowship of clay, 
1 liv*a, and usddgraded. We have powers 
To snatch th* oppressor's bjtter joy away .' 
Shall the wild Indian, ibr his savaee fame, 
Laugh and expire, and shall not Truth's high name 
Bear up her martyrs with all-conquering sway ? 
It is enough that Torture may be vain— 
1 ha4 seen Alvar die— the strife was won from Pain. 

XVt 

And faint not, helh of man ! thoogh years wane slow ! 
There have been those that from the deepest caves^ 
And cells of niefat, knd fastnesses, below 
The stormy dashing of the ocean-waves, 
Pown, farther down than gold lies hid, have nurs'd 
A quenchless hope, and watchM their time, and Socst 
On the, bright day, like wakeners from the |praves ! 
1 was of such at last .'^-^mchain'd I trod 
This gre^^earth, takii^ back my freedom from my God ! 

- XWI. 

That wat an hour to send its fodelcAn trace 
Down life's far sweeping tide !— -A dim, wild night, 
Like sorrow, hang npon the soft moon's 6kce, 
Yet how my heart leap'd in her blessed light ! 
The shepherd's light---the sailor's on the sea — 
The hunger's homeward from the moontains free. 
Wh^r^ its lone smile makes tremnloaslyiiright 
The thousand streams ! — I could but gaze .through tears^ 
Oh ! what a sight is Heaven, thus first beheld ibr years ! 

xvin. 

The rolling clouds ! — diey have the whole blue sptce 
Above to sail in^all the dome of aky ! 
My soul shot with them in their breezy race 
O'er star and gloom .'—but I had yet to fly. 
As flies the hunted wdf. A secret spot. 
And strange, I knew*— the sunbeam Iniew it not ;— 
Wildest of all the savage glens that lie 
In far sierras, hiding their deep springs, 
And trafers'di)ut by sftirms, or sounding eaglet' wiogt. 
1 8* 



J 
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XIX. 

Ay, and 1 met th* slorm there !--I had gainHi 
The covert's heart with swift and stealthy tread : 
A inoan went past me, and the dark trees rkin'd 
Their autumn foliage rustlin^r on my head ; 
A moan — a hollow gust — and there I stood / ^ 
Girt with majestic night, and ancient wood, 
And foaming water.— Thither might have fled 
The mountam Christian with his faith of yore. • 
When Afric's tambour shook the ranging western* ^ore ! 

XX 

But throughthe black ravine the std^ came ^welling— 
Mighty thou art amidst the hills, thou blast ! 
In uiy lone course the kii^ly cedars felling. 
Like phimes upon the path of battle cast ! 
A rent oak thunder'd down beside n^y cave— 
Booming it rush'd, as booms a de^ seti-wave ; , 
A falcon soar'd ; a startled wild-deer passed; 
' A far^ bell toll'd faintly through the roar — 
How my g)a4 spirit 8w»pt torth with ^h6 winds once more ! 

3?XI. 

And ^th the arrowy tightaiiigs !— for they flashed, ^ 
Smiting the branches in their fitful play. 
And brightly shivering where the torrents dashed 
Up, even to crag and ragle's tiQSt, their spray I 
And there to stpad aniidst Ihe^ pealing strife. 
The stra^ pines groaning with temt)^tiious Kf<$,~ 
And all tl^mbunlatn' Voices oa their wajr, — 
Was it not joy ? — Hwas jov in raskiog might, . 
After those yeats that woive but one long dead of night ! 

XXtt. 

There came a spAer hour, a lovelier moon. 
And lit me tomy home of yoyth again, 
Through the dim ckesnut shade, where oft at noon. 
By the fount's flailing burst, my head had lain. 
In gentle sleep : but now I passM as one 
That mi^y not pause where wood-streams^whispcring run. 
Or light sprays tremble to a bird's Wild strain. 
Because th^ avenger*a voice is in the wind. 
The lot's quick nutUng stepcloae oh tlie leevesbehiod. 
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XXIII. 

My home of youth !— oh ! if indeed to part 
With the sours loved ones be ft mournful things, 
. When we go fprth in buoyancy of heart,. ' 
And bearing alh the glories of our.spring '\ 
For h'fe to breathe on, — is it less to meet, 
When the^ are faded ?— Who shall call it 8vrftet^ 
—Even though love's mingling tears may haply bring 
Balm as they fall, too well their heavy showers 
Teach us how much is lost of &ll that once was ou^ \ 

XXIV. 

Not by the sunshme, with its ^Iden glow, , 
Nor the green earth, nor yet tibe laughing sky, 
Nor the taint flower-8cent8,(]5) as they come and go 
In the soft air, I ike music wandering by ; 
■—Oh ! not by these, th' unfailing, are we taught 
How time and sorrow on our frames have wrpught, 
BvA by the sadden*d eye, the darkea*d brow. 
Of kindred aspects* and the long dim gaze. 
Which tells us toe are^ changed,— how chftn^ from other 
days ! 

XXV. 

BefcMre my &ther — in my place of birth, 
I stood an alien. On^the very floor 
Whidi ofl had trembled to my boyish mirth. 
The love that reared me, knew my face no mora ! 
There hung the antique armour, helm and crest, 
Whose every strain woke childhood in my. breast. 
There droopM the banner, with the marks it bore 
Of Paynim spears; and I, die worn io frame 
And heart, what there was I ? — another and the same 1 

XXVI. 

Then bounded in a boy, with clear daA eye— 
— ^How should he know his father? — when we partedt 
From the soft cloud which mantles infancy, 
His soul, just wakening into wonder, darted 
Its first looks round. Him followed one, th6 bride 
Of my young dayd, the wife how loved and tried I 
Her glance met mine — I could not speak — she started 
With a bewilder'd gaze ;— until ther« came 
Tears to my bumii^ eyes, and fitnn my Hps her i 
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XXVII. 
She knew me then I — ^I murmur'd " LeonorP^ 
And her heurt answerM ! — uh ! the voice is known 
First from all else, and swiftest to restore 
Love's buried images with one low tone, < 

That strikes like lightning, when the cheek is faded. 
And the brow heavily with thought o'ershaded. 
And all the brightness from the aspect gOne ! 
•—Upon my breast she sunk, when doubt was fled, 
Weeping as those may weep, that meet in, wo and dread. 

xxvni. 

For there we might not rest Alas ! to leave ' 
Those nat^e lowers, and know that they must fall 
By slow decay, and none rema|n to grieve 
When the weeds clusterM on the lonely wall ! 
We were the last— my boy and i— the last 
Of a long line v^ich brightly thente had pas8*d ! 
My father blessM me as 1 left his hall — 
— With his deep tones and sweet, though full of years. 
He blessM me there, and batiiM my child^s yoUng nead with 
tears. 

XXfX. 

I had bronght sorrow onhis gray hairs down, 
And cast the darkness of my branded name 

S~or so hi deem'd it) on the clear renown, 
y own ancestral heritage of feme. " 
And yet he bless'd me .'—Father ! if the dnst 
Lie on those Kps benign, my spirit's truSC 
Is to behold thee yet, where grief and shame 
Dim the bright day no more ; and thou wilt know 
That not through guilt thy son thus bowM thine age with 
wo! 

XXX. 

And thou, rair LeiODor ! &at unrepining. 

If sad in soul, didst quit all else tor me, 

When stars— the stars that eariiest rise — are shining. 

How their soft glance unseals each thought of thee ! 

For ^ our flisht they smil'd ;*— their dewy rays, 
^ Through the last oIiveS|4it thy tearful gase 

Back to the home We never more might see ; 

So paFsM we on, like earth's first exiles, turning 
Fond looks where hung the sword above their E^ boniog. 
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It was a wo to saj— " FarewelH my Spain ! 
The sonny arid the vintage land, rarewell !" 
—I could have died upon tbe battle plain 
For thee, my country ! but I n^ht not dvvell 
In thy sweet vales, at peace. — 'file voice of song 
Breathes, with the myrtle scent, thy hills along; 
The citron's glow i^ caught from shade and dell; 
^ut what are these ?— upon thy floweiy sod 
I might net kneel, and pour my free thoughts out to God ! 

XXXIL 

O'erthe blue deep I fled, the ch^nless deep ! 
— Strans^ heart of man! that ev^n^midst wo swells hig^. 
When through the ibam he sees his proud bark sweep, 
Flinring out joym^ gleams to wave and sky ! 
Yes Tit swells high, whatever he leaves behind; 
His spirit rises with the rising wind ; 
For, wedded to the far futurity, 
Qq, oh, it bears him ever, and this main 
Seems ruling, like his hope, some happier shore to gain. 

Notthosiswoman^ Closely ^^ stHl heart 
Doth twine itself with ev*n each lifeless thing. 
Which, long renaember*d, seemed to bear its part 
In her calm joys. For ever would she cling, 
A brooding dove, to that sole spotpf earth 
Where she hath loved, and given her children birth. 
And heard their first sweet voices. There may Spring 
Array no path, renew no flowier, no leaf^ 
But hath its oreath of home, its claim to farewell grief. 

XXXIV. 

I lookM on Leonor, and if there seemed 
A cloud of more than pensiveness' to^se, 
In the faint smiles that o*er her features gleam* d, 
^d the soft darkness of her serious eyes. 
Misty with tender gloom ; I callM it naught 
But the fond exile's pang, a lingeriog thought 
Of her own vale, with all its melodies 
A^ living light of streams. Her soul would rest ^ 
Beneath your shades, I said, bowers of, the gorgeous west .' 
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XXXV. 

oh ! could we live in visions ! could we hold 
Delasion fiuter, longer, to our breast. 
When it shuts from us, wHh its mantlets fold. 
That which we see not, and are therefore blest ! 
But they, our lovM and loving, they to whom 
We have spread out our souls in joy and gloom, 
Their looks end accents, onto ours addressM, 
Have been a language (^ familiar tone 
Too long to breathe, at last, dark sayings and unknown. 

XXXVI. 

I told my heart *tWt8 but the exile's wo 
Which pressM on that sweet bosom;— I deceived 
My heart but half: — a whisper faint and tow, 
Haontioi it ever, and at times believed, 
S^e of Mmc deeper cause. How oft we seem 
Like these that dream, and fmow the while th^ dream, 
'Midst the soft falls of airy voices grieved. 
And troubled, while brieht phantoms round them play. 
By m dim sense thsit all will float and fade away ! 

xxxvn. 

Tet, as if chasing joy, I woo'd the breeze, 
To speisd me onward with the wings of mornt 
-'Oh! Air amidst the solitary seas. 
Which were not made for man, what man hath borne, 
Answering their moan with bis .'--rwhat thqu didst bear. 
My lost and loveliest ! While that secret care 
Grew terror, and thy gentle spirit, worn 
By its dull brooding weight, gave way at last, 
' Beholdhig me as one from hope for ever cast ! 

xxxvni. 

For unto thee, as through all change, reveal'd ^ 
Bfine inward being lay. In other e;^^s 
I had to bow me yet, and make a shield, 
■ To fence mv burning bosom, of disguise ; - 
But the still hope snstain'd, ere long to win 
Some sanctuary, whose green retreats within, 
Mv thoughts unfetter'd to their source might rise. 
Like songs and scen^ of mom. — But thou didst look 
Through an my soul, and thine even unt6 fainting shook. 



THE FOREST SANCTUARY. 215 

XXXIX. 

FalPn, falPa, I seemM— yet, oh ! not 1«88 beloved, , 

Though from thy love was pkick*d thb early pride, 
And harshly, by a gloomy faith reproved, 
And 8ear*d with shame !-— though each young flower had 

died, 
There was the root, — strong, living, not the less ~ 
That all it yielded now was bitterness ; 
Yet still such love as quits not misery's side. 
Nor drops from guilt its ivy-like embhice, 
Nor turns away fnxa death's its pale hei'oic iface. 

< XL. 

Yes ! 4hou hadst followed me throug^i fear and flight ; 
Thou wouldst have followM had my pathway lea 
Even to the scaflbld ; had the flashing light 
Of the raised axe made stroig men shrinK with diead. 
Thou, *midst the hush of thousands, wouldst have been 
With thy claspM hands beside me kneel ine seen, 
And meekly bowing to the shame thy hfeaa— 
— The shame T— oh ! making beautiful to view 
The might of human love — fair thing ! so bravely true ! 

XLL 

There was thine agony— 'to love so well 
Where fear made fove life's chastener.— Heretofore 
Whate'er of earth's disquiet round thee fell. 
Thy soul, o'espassing its dim bounds, could soar 
Away to sunshine, and thy clear eye speak - 
Most of the skies when grief most touch'd thy cheek. 
Now, that far brightness faded ! never more , 
Couldst thou Mfi heavenwards for its hope thy heart, 
Since at Heaven's gate it seem'd that thou and I must part. 

XUL 

Alas ! and life hath moments when a glance 
(Li ttiought to sudden watchAilness be stirr'd,) 
A flush — a fading of the cheek perchance, 
A word^ete, less — the cadence of & word, 
Lets an our gaize thie mind's dhn veil beneath, 
Thence to brinr haply knowledge fraught with death .' 
-K»^ven thus, what never firbm th^ lip ^as heard 
Broke on my soul.—- I knew that m thy sight 
I stood*-howf 'er belov'd^a recreant bom the iight ! 
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XLIIL 

Thy sad sweet bjmm, at ev», the seas alodg, — 
»— Oh ! the deep soal it bream^ I — the lore, the Wo, 
The ferrour, pour'd in that ftill ^mAi of song, 
As it went floi^ting through the fiery ^k>w 
Of the rich sunset !— bringing thoo^ts of j^ani. 
With all her vesper-voices, o'er the main, - 
Which seem'd responsive in its murmunng flow, 
— ** Ave siLncHssima /"—how oft that lay 
Hath melted from n^ heart the martyc-strength away ! 

Ave,8anctisaro%! 
'Tis night-fall on the sea ; 

Or^pronobb! 
Oar soqIs rise to thee ! 

Watch US, while shadows^lie 

O'er the dim water spread ; 
Hear the heart's lonely s&h, 

—Thine, too, hath bkd ! 

ThoQ that hast look'd on death, 

Aid us when death is near t 
'^'bisper of Heaven to &ith ; 

Sweet mother, hear .* 

Ora pro nobis ! 
The wave must rock oar deep, 

Ora, mater, ora i 
Thou star of the deep! 

xuv. 

♦* Ora fro npbis, mater /"—What a spell 
Was in those notes with day's last glory dying 
Oi the flush'd waters !— aeem'd they not to swell 
From the hr dust, wherein my sires were lying 
With crucifix and sword?— Oh ! yet how clear 
Comes their reproachful sweetness to mine eat ! 
*• Ora /»»— with all the purple waves leplyii^. 
All my youth's viskms nsfaig in the strain— -. 

—And I bad thought it i&iicb to bear the nckandchaiii^,AJi 
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